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PROEM. 


Go  forth,  go  forth,  without  pretence 
Of  aught,  0 Muse,  save  Common  Sense, 
In  Nature’s  charms  of  varied  dress, 

In  moral  beauty’s  loveliness. 

Be  thine  a tear  for  them  that  weep, 

Be  thine  a sigh  for  them  that  sleep ; 
Bind  sober  thought  and  cheerful  glee 
In  golden  links  of  sympathy. 


Go,  as  the  pilgrim  to  a shrine, 

With  thoughts  less  earthly  than  divine  5 
And  bow  thee,  wheresoe’er  is  giv’n 
A hallowing  beam  of  light  from  heav’n. 
Go,  as  the  skylark  on  the  wing,', 

With  upward  flight ; high  anthems  sing, 
With  yearnings  for  the  good  and  true, 

And  seek  “ an  audience  fit,  though  few.” 

1* 
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PROEM. 


As  in  the  garden  oft  is  seen 
A faded  leaf  ’mid  foliage  green, 

And  oft  a parasite  that  grows 
With  tendrils  wedded  to  the  rose ; 

So,  little  waif  of  leisure  hours, 

A chaplet  thou  not  all  of  flow’rs, 

Of  j°y,  or  grief ; 

Yet,  safely,  I may  not  essay 
To  pluck  that  parasite  away, 

Or  faded  leaf. 

Go  forth,  then,  little  one,  though  brief 
Thy  passage  as  an  autumn  leaf, 

That,  severed  from  its  parent  bough, 
Now  flits  upon  the  oreeze, — and  now, 
Reflecting  back  in  beauteous  hues 
Its  sun-lit  tints  of  frosts  and  dews, 
Descends  to  earth  on  noiseless  wing, 

As  if  the  glebe  ’twere  hallowing. 


THE  HEROINE  OF  SCUTARI. 


A transport  arrived  at  Scutari  with  the  sick  and  wounded,  from 
the  Crimea.  In  the  hospital,  no  bedding  could  be  provided  for  them, 
and  they  were  laid  on  the  naked  floor  of  the  corridor. 

Miss  Nightingale  immediately  sent  to  the  purveyor,  for  beds  and 
mattresses,  but  received  for  answer,  that  no  stores  could  be  delivered 
without  an  official  order.  Miss  Nightingale  sent  him  word  again, 
that  she  must  have  the  bedding  immediately ; but  promised  that 
the  necessary  formalities  should  be  complied  with,  as  soon  as  the 
officials  should  return  and  find  time  for  writing.  Meeting  a second 
refusal,  she  ordered  some  twenty  convalescents  to  follow  her ; went 
straight  to  the  store-house ; had  its  doors  forced  open  ; and  carried 
away  the  necessary  articles. 

The-  store-keeper  stood  aghast,  at  such  high-handed  infraction  of 
his  authority,  and  of  all  official  routine.  But  the  heroine  said, 
coolly:  “Report  to  head-quarters,  that  Miss  Nightingale  has  forced 
open  the  door,  on  her  own  responsibility,  and  carried  away  what  she 
wanted  for  the  protection  of  the  life  of  Her  Majesty’s  sick  soldiers.” 


I. 

“Weep,  0,  Britain!  bow  the  head! 
List ! thy  dying  children’s  wail ! 
Requiems  for  Scutari’s  dead.” 

Cries  the  gentle  Nightingale. 
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THE  HEROINE  OF  SCUTARI, 

From  the  bloody  Chersonesus, 

Hasting  o’er  the  Euxine  Sea 
Banners  float,  “ The  Cross  of  Jesus,” 

“ Crescent,”  and  the  “ Fleur  de  Lis ;” 
Symbols  of  the  false  and  true, 
Healing  old  feuds,  fanning  new; 

Just  as  fancy’s  broad  extremes 
Meet,  and  coalesce  in  dreams ! 

For,  side  by  side 
Sweep  o’er  the  tide, 

As  ’twere  Antipodes  allied , — 

Laden,  laden,  stern  to  bow, 

Freighted  deep  with  human  woe. 

O,  Scutari ! dread  and  drear, 
Britain’s  charnel-house  is  here! 


II. 


Hearken ! havoc  is  abroad : 

List ! the  trump  of  horrid  war ! 
Direful  messenger  of  God, 

Speeding  on  a crimson’d  car. 

See  the  transports’  proud  array ! 

Through  the  Bosphorus  they  come 
Till  the  Sea  of  Marmora 

Offers — what?  a soldier’s  home? 
Yes,  an  everlasting  rest, 

Mother  earth’s  cold,  shelt’ring  breast. 
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Such  the  harvest  glory  yields 
On  Crimean  battle-fields. 

God  help  us  here ! 

For  pity’s  tear 

Falls  vainly,  tremblingly,  with  fear, 
On  famished,  mangled  forms,  in  all 
The  horrors  of  death’s  Carnival ! 

0,  Scutari ! dread  and  drear, 
Britain’s  charnel-house  is  here. 


in. 

England’s  Surgeons,  where  are  they? 

Is  it  naught,  the  soldier’s  fate? 
Deem  they  honors,  pomp,  and  pay, 
Better  policies  of  State? 

“ Orders,”  the  Purveyor  cries ; 

“ Staff  or  Surgeon’s  orders  bring ; 
Ev’n  a message  from  the  skies, 

Here  were  else  a fruitless  thing.” 
What  though  holocausts  are  thrown 
On  the  corridor’s  bare  stone; 

Sent  by  men  in  power  to  die, 
Though  the  soul  of  chivalry, 

Until  shall  fall 
Sebastopol, 

A desolate  and  ruin’d  wall  ? 
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THE  HEROINE  OF  SCUTARI, 


Sleep  they  not  in  glory’s  bed, 
Sweetly,  bravely,  chronicled ? 

0,  Scutari ! dread  and  drear, 
Britain’s  charnel-house  is  here. 


IV. 

Ho ! stand  forth,  ye  able  few ! 

Onward,  to  the  garner’d  store ; 

Be  to  God  and  nature  true ; 

Onward,  force  the  bolted  door  ! 

Go ! in  Mercy’s  name  take  thence 
Every  mattress  ye  can  bear ; 

Base,  their  dastardly  pretence, 

Bright  the  laurels  ye  shall  wear. 

Never  may  misrule  of  man 
Frustrate  God’s  diviner  plan ; 

God’s  own  will,  that  Love  should  be 
Wedded  to  Humanity. 

Ah,  tears  of  blood 
For  brotherhood, 

From  high,  and  low,  and  great,  and  good, 
O’er  all  the  land  from  many  an  eye, 

Gush  forth,  while  Mercy  asks  us  why  ? 

0,  Scutari ! dread  and  drear, 

Britain’s  charnel-house  is  here. 
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Y. 

Tell  your  masters,  ye  who  dare, 
Woman,  in  her  trust  most  high, 
Heeds  no  livery  ye  wear, 

Asks  no  law  but  Charity. 

Should  the  “Pow’rs  that  be”  assail, 
Should  they  Mercy’s  act  arraign, 
Bid  them  hear  a legion's  wail, 

Bid  them  wipe  out  horror’s  stain  ! 
God  of  battles,  where  are  they, 
Authors,  prompters,  of  the  fray  ? 
England,  shall  thy  warriors  die, 

All  “ unhousel’d”  where  they  lie  ? 
Give  not  the  brave 
A coward’s  grave ; 

The  honor  of  your  country  save, 

Ye  men  in  pow’r ; lest  God  arise 
Demanding  other  sacrifice. 

0,  Scutari ! dread  and  drear, 
Britain’s  charnel-house  is  here. 
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THE  HEROINE  OP  SCUTARI, 


MUSIC. 


i. 

“When  Music,  heavenly  maid,  was  young,” 
And  first  had  tun’d  her  notes  to  song, 

Their  golden  harps  the  Seraphs  strung, 

And  breath’d  their  anthems  loud  and  long 
Heav’n’s  countless  quire 
Then  swept  the  lyre, 

And  to  the  Source  of  Beauty  praises  sung. 

II. 

So,  when  from  chaos  Beauty  sprang, 

And  spread  her  mantle  o’er  the  earth, 

The  spheres  of  light  with  Music  rang, 

And  told  of  her  celestial  birth : 

And  as  the  strain 
Burst  forth  again, 

The  Morning  Stars,  as  one,  together  sang. 

ill. 

And  now  responsive  strains  are  heard, 

In  cadence  sweet  of  many  a tone ; 

The  rain-song,  tinkling  rill,  and  bird, 

The  sighing  wind,  the  ocean’s  moan ; 
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And  more  than  these, 

The  melodies, 

When  the  deep  fountains  of  the  heart  are  stirr’d. 


IV. 

Beauty  and  Song,  thus  wed,  are  one, 

United  at  creation’s  birth  ; 

Their  nuptial  anthems,  then  begun, 

Are  echoing  still  throughout  the  earth; 

And,  evermore, 

From  shore  to  shore, 

Their  notes  keep  time  with  courses  of  the  Sun. 
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THE  HEROINE  OF  SCUTARI, 


THE  HUMMING-BIRD. 

Ethereal  Spirit 
Of  Spring’s  sunny  hours, 
Wing’d  hither  by  Flora 
At  birth  of  the  flow’rs ; 
When,  blossoms  unfolding, 
Sweet  nectar  fills  up 
With  odors  ambrosian 
The  honey-dew  cup. 

Then,  Bird,  art  thou  humming 
With  magic  wing  there ; 
And,  like  him  of  Mecca, 

Dost  hang  in  the  air! 

So  rapid  thy  pinions, 

No  mortal  may  trace 
E’en  a line  of  thy  motion, 

Thy  form,  or  thy  place. 

Then  again  art  thou  flitting, 
With  gossamer  wing, 

On  the  breath  of  Aroma, 

Thou  tiny  sylph  thing! 
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More  swift  than  the  arrow, 
Like  flashes  of  light, 
From  blossom  to  blossom 
Thy  telegraph  flight. 


And,  when  thou  alightest, 

As  rarely  is  seen, 

With  a matchless  bright  plumage 
Of  crimson  and  green, 

And  a rich  golden  lustre 
Of  Iris-blent  hues, 

Thou  seemest  a sun-beam 
Embalm’d  in  the  dews. 


O,  beautiful  Spirit 

Of  Spring’s  sunny  hours, 
From  nectaries  sipping 
And  petals  of  flow’rs, 

The  pure  joys  of  childhood 
Returning  with  thee, 

Old  memories  hallow 
With  blessings  to  me. 
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THE  HEROINE  OF  SCUTARI, 


THE  RAIN-DROP. 

i. 

’Twas  on  a summer’s  sultry  day, 

That  plants  and  flow’rs,  with  drooping  mien, 
And  faint  with  thirst,  were  heard  to  say, 

“We  perish  here  unseen.” 

Just  then  there  stood  a little  cloud 
Aloft,  amid  the  nether  sky, 

And  voices  came,  now  low,  now  loud, 

A rain-cloud  colloquy. 


II. 

“ Have  we  not  been  exalted  high, 

E er  since  the  flood,  a lofty  race  ? 

Why  from  our  sphere  descend?  why  fly 
To  that  low,  meaner  place? 

See!  craving  Selfishness  is  there, 

And  like  the  horse-leech  crying,  1 Give !’ 
Leave  we  our  palace  in  the  air 
In  such  base  state  to  live?” 


AND  OTHER  POEMS. 
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III. 

“I  am  a little  one,  I know,” 

A single  rain-drop  then  began, 

“ But  still  in  pity  will  I go, 

And  do  there  what  I can.” 

“ Go  you  ? — Then  I my  wings  will  try  ;” 

“ And  I,”  with  glee  his  brother  cried ; 
“And  I,”  “and  I,”  “and  I,”  “and  I,” 

The  multitude  replied. 

IV 

And  down  they  come,  and  blessings  bring ; 

And  plants  and  flow’rs  rejoicing  raise 
Their  drooping  heads,  refresh’d,  and  sing 
Their  silent  song  of  praise. 

So,  like  the  single  drop  of  rain, 

One  high  resolve,  one  good  deed  done, 
May  bring  a thousand  in  its  train, — 

A thousand-fold  for  one. 
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THE  HEROINE  OF  SCUTARI, 


THE  SUN-DIAL. 


It  is  said,  that  upon  an  Italian  sun-dial  is  inscribed  the  following 
simple  and  expressive  motto : “ I only  mark  the  hours  that  shine.” 


I. 


“ I ONLY  mark  the  hours  that  shine,” 

The  Dial  cries ; 

“ I only  mark  the  hours  that  shine,” 

The  Shade  replies ; 

“And  they  are  mine,  the  hours  that  shine,” 
Rejoin  the  pale-blue  skies. 

Were  there  no  Sun  in  heav’n  display’d, 

On  earth  were  neither  light  nor  shade. 


II. 

Whene’er  the  shadow  writes  its  name, 

It  tells  of  Light ; 

It  tells  us,  from  the  Sun  it  came, 

In  vesture  white ; 

That  joy  and  grief  are  way  marks  brief, 
Wrought  by  a pencil  bright;. 

That  all  of  life  is  light  and  shade, 

By  Truth’s  eternal  Sun-light  made- 
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hi. 

Our  ills,  brief  shadows  all  are  they, 
And  fleeting  fast; 

For  God’s  pure  light  of  love,  each  day 
Illumes  the  past. 

The  op’ning  day  and  ev’ning  gray, 
Both  mellow’d  shadows  cast ; 

And  patient  hope  lifts  up  the  eye 
In  loving  trustfulness  on  high. 


IV. 

“No  shining  hours  without  their  shade,” 
True  Wisdom  cries ; 

“And  shadows  into  light  shall  fade,” 

True  Faith  replies : 

For  God  hath  made  both  light  and  shade 
A pathway  to  the  skies. 

Had  earth  no  shade,  thou  sorrowing  one, 
0,  then,  in  Heaven  there  were  no  Sun. 
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THE  HEROINE  OF  SCUTARI, 


FORMS  OF  BEAUTY. 


“He  hath  made  every  thing  beautiful.”  Eccle.t.  iii.  11. 


I. 

Ah,  Beauty,  fair  immortal ! where 
Dost  thou,  I cried,  a goddess  dwell  ? 
Iu  ocean  caves,  or  upper  air, 

In  vale,  or  mount,  or  dell  ? 

Lives  Beauty  in  the  poet’s  lyre? 

Dwells  she  in  classic  forms  of  art? 
Or,  cloth’d  with  thought,  a vestal  fire 
Within  the  human  heart? 

And  Beauty’s  answering  voices  came, 
Diverse,  yet  pressing  equal  claim. 


II. 

Old  Ocean’s  bosom  heav’d,  and  told 
Of  coral  groves,  and  walls,  and  tow’rs, 
Of  highways  pav’d  with  pearls  and  gold, 
And  shell- wrought  fields  of  flow’rs : 
She  burnish’d  her  broad  mirror’s  face, 
Laid  bare  her  treasures  to  the  Sun ; 
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Then  show’d  her  countless  forms  of  grace, 
And  deem’d  the  victory  won  : — 

“Upon  my  mountain-wave  she  rides, 

And  in  my  palace  halls  resides.” 

in. 

Then  mother  Earth,  with  jealous  mien, 

And  laughing  eye,  elate  with  pride, 

Put  on  her  courtly  robes  of  green, 

Her  landscape  glories  wide : 

She  show’d  her  gems,  and  ores  unwrought, 
Her  tropic  fruits,  her  northern  store; 
Wealth,  countless  as  the  streams  of  thought, 
Or  sands  upon  the  shore; 

And  seem  d to  ask,  with  eager  eyes, 

Say,  is  not  here  her  paradise  ?” 

IV. 

And  then  replied  the  Upper-deep, 

And  from  her  gorgeous  cloud-land  spake, 

Let  Earth  and  Sea  their  treasures  keep, 

The  laurel  I must  take ; 

For,  pray  behold  my  rain-bow  arch, 

My  suns,  my  meteors  as  they  fly, 

The  hosts  of  heav’n  in  ceaseless  march, 

My  ‘jewels’  of  the  sky. 

Imperial  Beauty  dwells  with  me, 

Her  shadow  ’s  on  the  Earth  and  Sea.” 

2 
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THE  HEROINE  OF  SCUTARI, 


Y. 

And  now  the  masters  of  the  Lyre, 

Claimed  as  “ the  beautiful,”  the  Nine ; 
Born  they  of  pure  ethereal  fire, 

A Sisterhood  Divine. 

And  then  the  Sculptor’s  marble  breath’d ; 

The  Painter’s  canvas,  glowing,  spake ; 
And  cunning  Arts  their  garlands  wreath’d, 
Or  wrought  for  Beauty’s  sake. 

But  none  untaught  of  God  e’er  knew 
The  counter  from  the  Beauty  true. 


VI. 

Where’er  the  eye  of  man  can  reach, 
Where’er  the  foot  of  man  hath  trod, 
The  Beautiful  are  one, — and  teach 
The  handiwork  of  God. 

Where,  askest  thou,  may  Beauty  dwell, 
If  not  in  Nature,  nor  in  Art? 

Her  throne  is  with  th’  Invisible, 

And  in  the  human  heart : 

All  else  are  but  the  shadowings, 

Tli at  Beauty  lends  material  things. 
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THE  LITTLE  CANARY. 

Dear  mother,  you  say  that  my  sister 
Has  gone  to  her  home  in  the  sky  ; 

And  you  say,  that  she  now  is  an  angel, 

A Spirit,  that  never  can  die. 

Sweet  mother!  I’m  glad  she’s  an  angel, 

For  angels  no  sorrow  may  know ; 

And  you  say,  that  God  giveth  them  ever 
His  missions  for  kindred  below. 

But  how  do  they  come,  dearest  mother? 

Pray  tell ; with  what  voice  do  they  speak  ? 

O’  it  M be  in  strains  of  sweet  music, 

The  angels  their  loved  ones  do  seek. 

Yes,  yes ; I am  sure  that  a Spirit 
As  a beautiful  bird  may  appear ; 

For  the  song  of  our  little  canary 
Seems  just  like  sweet  sister’s  when  here. 
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THE  RAIN-BOW. 


i. 

Past  is  the  grateful  show’r 
Of  Summer’s  sultry  day; 

The  air  is  balm,  and  rain- drops  glow 
Like  diamonds  on  the  spray. 

The  hills,  vales,  forests,  fields, 
Refresh’d,  mute  anthems  raise; 

And  songsters  of  the  bow’r  and  grove 
Are  jubilant  with  praise. 


II. 

Look  up!  a garniture 
Celestial  see  display’d ; 

The  banner  of  the  skies  unfurl  d, 
By  Spirit-artists  made: 

And  where  the  lightnings  play’d, 
And  echoing  thunders  roll  d, 
Upon  the  bosom  of  the  storm 
A belt  of  gems  and  gold. 

ill. 

Behold!  the  beauteous  Bow 
High  in  mid-heav’n  is  set; 
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And  painted  on  the  Storm-kings  brow 
A Sun-beam  Coronet. 

So  the  rapt  Prophet  saw, 

Beveal’d,  an  emerald  zone, 

That  circled  wide,  with  hallow’d  rays, 
The  everlasting  throne. 


IV. 

Chaste  Bow  of  mellow’d  light ! 

What  thou,  to  Fancy’s  eye, 

But  as  a royal  road  to  heav’n 
Through  curtains  of  the  sky? 

And  loveliest  hues  are  thine, 

Like  Faith,  of  joyous  birth, 

AVhich  sees  as  on  thine  arch  descend 
Good  angels  to  the  earth. 


V. 

Thou  glorious  Bow  of  Heaven, 

Mute  eloquence  is  thine, 

Teaching,  that  on  the  darkest  clouds 
May  rest  a light  divine. 

Thou  tel  lest  patient  trust 
T uplift  the  sorrowing  eye, 

And  see  on  every  storm  of  life 
Some  token  from  on  high. 
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VI. 

Arc  of  the  waning  flood 

Though  many  a grief  our  lot; 
The  witness  thou  of  changeless  love, 
The  pledge  that  faileth  not: 

And  though  life’s  moral  sky 
Be  oft  cloud-veil’d,  we  know 
That  ’tis  the  tearful  cloud  alone 
That  bears  the  beauteous  bow. 
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MAY  MORNING. 

Tis  come,  ’tis  come ! the  laughing  Spring, 
In  robes  of  green,  all  deck’d  with  flow’rs; 

The  feather’d  tribes  are  on  the  wing, 

And  sing  among  the  bow’rs. 

And  lovely  is  the  pale-blue  sky, 

And  balmy  is  the  fragrant  air; 

And  gentle  is  the  zephyr’s  sigh, 

Chaste  beauty  everywhere. 

So  be  thy  childhood,  darling  boy, 

Chaste  as  the  flow’rs  of  lovely  Spring ; 

And  ever  be  thy  song  of  joy 
Free  as  the  wild  birds  sin®' 
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THE  CAGED  SONGSTER. 

Ah,  beautiful,  little  canary, 

Thy  jubilant  strains  prolong; 

Though  prison’d,  thy  cage  is  a temple, 
And  all  of  thy  life  a song. 

Sing,  sing!  thou  sweet,  tuneful  warbler,  ' 
First  herald  of  morning’s  beam, 

With  thy  matins  of  artless  music, 

As  chaste  as  an  infant’s  dream. 

A most  lovely  type  art  thou,  songster, 
Of  innocence,  joy,  and  love; 

Thou  seemest,  scarce  earthly,  a spirit 
From  happier  climes  above. 

Ah,  warbler!  thou  teachest  a lesson 
To  the  heart,  and  list’ning  ear, 

That  all  this  fair  world  is  a temple 
To  the  soul  imprison’d  here. 
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THE  RAIN. 

The  Eain  ! the  Rain  ! 

Hark  to  the  voices  of  the  rain ; 

The  mellow  music  of  the  rain 
Of  April  show’rs. 

Hark,  as  in  sportive,  fitful  glee 
It  gently  falls  on  plant  and  tree, 

And  drops  down  blossoms  on  the  lea, 
The  violet  and  anemone, — 

Spring’s  virgin  flowr’s. 

And  now  the  landscape  lifts  the  eye 
In  beauty  to  the  weeping  sky 
And  chants  its  lays 
Of  joyous  praise, 

Sweet  as  were  psalms  of  life  e’er  play’d 
On  harps  for  youth  and  childhood  made. 

And  now  the  Sun  comes  forth  in  might, 
And  pencils  plants  and  flow’rs  with  light. 
Again  it  low’rs, — 

And  now  it  pours, 

■Freely  as  charity  bestows 

Her  lib’ral  gifts  on  friends  and  foes ; 
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For,  on  the  wild  and  barren  waste 
And  the  green  valley’s  bosom  chaste, 
Descends  alike,  with  healing  pow’r, 

The  lovely  Spring-tide’s  balmy  show’r. 

In  ceases  now, — and  now  again 
Resumes  its  holiday,  the  rain, 

And  sings  anew  its  soothing  strain, 
Monotonous,  but  not  in  vain, 

To  buds  and  leaves  o’er  hill  and  plain ; 
And  loveliest  benediction  brings 
On  its  translucent,  silv’ry  wings ; 

And  flow’r  and  tree, 

Hill-side  and  lea, 

With  renovated  life  rejoice, 

And  with  expressive  silent  voice, 

Lift  up  their  heads  with  blessings  to  the  Rain. 

The  Rain  ! the  Rain  ! 

The  life-reviving  summer-rain, 

That  comes  upon  the  lightning’s  path, 
And  bears  the  angry  frown  of  wrath 
Upon  its  brow. 

They  yield,  the  nether  floodgates  wide, — 
And  open  to  the  flowing  tide 
Free  passage  now. 

The  fainting  glebe,  and  failing  rill, 

Their  measure  to  o’erflowing  fill, — 
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And  the  dread  angry  cloud  that  bore 
Disastrous  frowns  is  dread  no  more. 

It  came  with  healing  breath,  as  comes 
Endearment  to  the  hearths  and  homes 
From  them  we  love, — with  heav’nly  dew 
Bathing  the  wearied  heart  anew. 

’Tis  past,  and  all  is  calm  below, 

And  high  aloft  the  beauteous  bow. 

And  now  how  lovely  to  the  eye 
The  mellow  light  of  the  pale  blue  sky ; 

And  rich  as  heav’n’s  own  canopy 
The  glebe  of  green  : 

See ! crystals,  plants  and  flowers  array, 

Like  beauty  deck’d  for  holiday 
In  jewell’d  sheen; 

And  the  broad  landscape’s  face  appears 
Like  innocence  in  childhood’s  years, 

That  e’en  in  joy  is  seen  in  tears. 

So  love  distils 

From  dark’ning  clouds  Ambrosia, 

And  the  heart  fills 

With  gladness  bright  as  the  glitt’ring  spray 
That  emulates  the  op’ning  day, 

When  sunbeams  fall  on  the  crystal  drops  of  Rain. 
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MOON-BEAMS. 

The  Moon-beams  on  the  waters  play’d, 

In  cheery  dalliance  shimmering, 

As  if  ten  thousand  spirits  cast 

Their  feathers  from  each  silvery  wing. 

And  there  I stood  a worshipper, 

While  moon-beams  on  the  waters  play’d, 

Till,  rudely,  intervening  clouds 
O’er  all  its  beauty  cast  a shade. 

And  so,  methought,  just  so  is  life, 

Like  beams  that  on  the  waters  play ; 

A glory  now,  and  now  a cloud, 

Until  the  opening  perfect  day. 
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“NOTHING  IS  LOST.” 

The  vapors,  rising  from  the  sea 
To  fall  in  pearly  dew,  or  rain, 
Upon  the  mountain,  vale,  or  lea, 
Their  fountain  seek  again. 


Nothing  is  lost  of  works  Divine, 

1 hough  change  upon  their  face  appear ; 
Nothing  is  lost,  or  mine  or  thine, 

Of  moral  beauty  here. 


Nothing  is  lost  to  Him  whose  eye 
Alike  the  past  and  future  sees ; 
And  though  to  us  it  seem  to  die, 
It  never  perishes. 


The  love  once  fragrant  round  the  hearth 
Despoil’d  of  jewels,  one  by  one, 

Still  breathes  its  odors  on  the  earth, 

In  cycles  with  the  sun. 
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Nothing  is  lost,  and  nothing  dies; 

Nothing,  of  either  false  or  true, 

But  downward  tends,  or  heav’nward  flies, 
As  to  its  centre  due. 

Nothing  is  lost:  although  away 

Pass  friendship,  confidence,  and  love ; 
True  to  our  God,  shall  come  the  day 
To  find  our  own,  above. 


AND  OTHER  POEMS. 


39 


LET  ME  GO  HOME. 


“Oh,  I am  faint  and  weary;”  said  the  dying  boy, — “let  me  go 
home.” 

Let  me  go  home : 

Weary  the  heart,  faint  the  full  heaving  breast ; 

Oh,  let  me  go  from  weariness  to  rest ; 

Let  me  go  home : 

Ah!  no,  I would  not  stay 
To  tread  life’s  thorny  way, 

And  breast  its  storms ; I pray, 

Let  me  go  home. 

Let  me  go  home: 

There  is  a better  land,  the  home  of  peace, 

Where  tears  and  sighs  come  not ; where  sorrows  cease ; 
Let  me  go  home, 

Far  from  the  world  of  strife, 

To  where  temptations  rife 

Mar  not  the  higher  life, 

Let  me  go  home. 
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Let  me  go  home : 

Home  to  the  many  mansions  round  the  Throne, 
Assur’d  that  all  who  seek  Him  God  will  own ; 
Let  me  go  home : 

List,  list ! — I hear  them  call 
My  spirit  from  its  thrall, 

To  God’s  own  banquet-hall ; 

Let  me  go  home. 
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TRUST  IN  GOD. 

Trust  in  God  with  grateful  praise ; 
Trust  in  His  mysterious  ways ; 
Though  come  sorrows  like  a flood, 
All  shall  be  to  thee  for  good  i 
Trust  Him ; for,  all  names  above, 
God,  our  Father’s  Name,  is  Love. 
Trust  and  bless  Him;  then  shall  be 
Arms  Almighty  circling  thee. 


What,  though  winds  of  evil  blow 
Fiercely,  bleakly,  here  below? 

What,  though  ills  come  frowning  here, 
Dark  with  carking  care,  and  fear? 
Manful  be,  lift  up  the  eye, 

Trustfully,  for  strength  on  high  ; 
Mountains  so  shall  faith  remove, 

So  distrust  give  place  to  love. 

Few  our  real  wants,— and  they 
Flee,  or  perish,  day  by  day. 
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BURIAL  OF  THE  FLOWERS. 


i. 

Hark  ! Winter  sends  Lis  heralds  forth, 
And  calls  his  legions  of  the  North, 

His  hosts  to  meet  him  in  the  air : 
His  Spirits  fly  o’er  hill  and  plain, 

The  regents  of  his  icy  reign, 

And  spread  their  white  wings  there. 


II. 

But  first  he  seal’d  the  murm’ring  rill, 

And  bade  the  sylvan  harp  be  still, 

And  bound  with  frost  the  zephyr’s  breath. 
Like  those  we  love,  the  Vernal  year 
Thus  faded  into  Autumn  sere, 

And  Autumn  into  Death. 


And  then  he  bade  his  vassals  fly, 
Careering  through  the  nether  sky. 
The  region  late  of  balmy  show’rs; 
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And  bade  them  light  upon  the  cloud, 
And  weave  aloft  their  feath’ry  shroud, 
For  Burial  of  the  Flowers. 


IV. 

Come  as  thou  wilt,  thou  boreal  Sprite, 
And  spread  thy  winding  sheet  of  white 
O’er  the  cold  grave  where  Beauty  lies; 
Thine  is  a fitting  garniture, 

Thy  spotless  robe,  for  spirits  pure, 

That  glorious  yet  shall  rise. 


v. 

See!  Winter’s  icy  fetters  fail, 

And  beauty  crowns  again  the  vale, 

For  Nature’s  jubilee  renew’d : ■ 

The  Master  speaks,  “Let  there  be  life,” 
And  countless  flow’rs  with  odors  rife 
O’er  the  broad  glebe  are  strew’d. 


VI. 

What,  then,  though  bright-eyed  Spring  had  gone, 
And  Summer’s  heat  had  been  withdrawn, 

And  faded,  died,  the  lovely  flow’rs  ? 

What  though  sere  Autumn’s  dirge  were  done, 

For  burial  of  the  last  lone  one,— 

Like  this  bleak  world  of  ours  ? 
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VII. 

’Tis  well ! ’tis  well,  that  dies  the  year 
With  perish’d  flow’rs  upon  its  bier; 

Survive  they  not  dread  Winter’s  strife? 
Aye ; and  as  they , shall  flow’rs  arise 
From  mortal  vestures,  to  the  skies, 
Exulting  into  Life. 
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THE  OLD  BEECH  TREE. 

Old  Father  Time  sad  change  hath  made, 
With  mildew  from  his  raven  wing, 

Since  we  were  friends  old  Summer-shade, 
And  heard  the  Nymphs  their  carols  sing; 
But  thou,  majestic  on  the  lea, 

Art  still  the  same,  old  Beechen  Tree. 


Had  thy  broad  shelt’ring  boughs  a tongue, 
And  voice,  to  tell  of  other  days, 

As  when  in  buoyant  youth  were  sung 
With  “Nymphs  and  Graces”  roundelays; 
Then  were  thine  eloquence  to  me 
An  Angel-song,  old  Beechen  Tree. 


And  yet,  methinks,  thou  hast  a strain 
That  to  my  very  soul  replies, 

As  when  the  gentle  Summer  rain 
On  every  bough  breathes  melodies: 
Like  music  wafted  on  the  sea, 

Thy  sad,  lone  song,  old  Beechen  Tree. 
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But  fieart’s-ease  joys  are  pass’d  away, 

As  fades  the  leaf  in  chilly  frost; 

I ask  for  childhood’s  holiday, 

And  silence  answers,  It  is  lost: 

Gone  with  the  loves  and  mirthful  glee 
By  pale  moonlight,  old  Beechen  Tree. 

The  names  carv’d  on  thy  trunk  are  there ; 

The  garland  dance  and  May-queen  gone, 

Like  vapors  wafted  on  the  air, 

Like  shadows  passing  o’er  the  lawn ; 

And  only  live  in  memory, 

Those  pictur’d  scenes,  old  Beechen  Tree. 

Old  tree ! thy  spreading  arms,  to-day, 

In  green  old  age,  are  beauteous  still ; 

But  the  sweet  “Wood  Nymphs,”  where  are  they, 
The  measure  of  our  joy  to  fill  ? 

No  answer  comes ; and  I only  see 
Thy  lengthening  shadows,  brave  old  tree. 
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AUTUMN  LEAVES. 

Gorgeous  Autumn ! beauteous  thou, 

With  coronals  upon  thy  brow  : 

Green,  crimson,  gold, — all  hues  are  thine; 
As  loveliest  jewels  of  the  mine, 

Thy  mantle  now. 

So  pale  Winter’s  van-guard,  hoary, 
Breathing  on  the  Autumn  air, 

Brighter  than  the  Spring’s  bright  Flora 
Painteth  Beauty  everywhere, 

And,  for  the  bier 
Of  the  waning  year, 

Some  spirit  from  his  sky-loom  weaves 
A gorgeous  pall  of  his  sun-bright  leaves, 
And  a winding-sheet  of  the  sere. 

Gorgeous  Autumn ! mellowness, 

And  graveness,  in  thy  gaudiest  dress; 

A heav’nly  teacher  thou,  of  ours, 

More  lovely  than  the  loveliest  flow’rs 
In  perfectness. 
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Fragrant,  green-robed  Spring  hath  faded, 
Bathing  in  warm  Summer’s  breath : 

Just  as  Summer’s  landscape-glories 
Ripen,  beauteous  in  death : 

And  now  they  fall, 

As  a funeral  pall ; 

And  evermore  some  spirit  weaves 
His  garlands  of  the  bright  Autumn  leaves, 
And  a winding-sheet  for  us  all. 

Gorgeous  Autumn,  fair  and  brief! 

Frost,  and  sun,  and  fading  leaf, 

Hunter’s  moon  the  night  live-long, 

Indian  Summer’s  sweet  death-song, 

Like  joy  in  grief; 

These  are  thine ; and  thou  departest, 

As  with  benediction  blest ; 

So  the  sage  and  ripen’d  Christian 
Gently,  calmly,  goes  to  rest. 

He  lifts  his  eye 
To  the  Upper-sky, 

Where  more  than  a mortal  spirit  weaves 
His  chaplets,  not  of  the  Autumn  leaves, 
But  of  leaves  that  may  never  die. 
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THE  MOON. 

Fair  Cynthia,  lovely  queen  of  night! 

So  beauteous  in  thy  mellow  light, 

Why  changest  thou  thy  face  again? 

I spake  to  thee 
But  recently, — 

Thou  wast  a Crescent  then. 

But  now  thou  hast  a brazen  face, 

Unlike  thy  youthful  virgin  grace ; 

So  full,  thy  maiden  blushes  fade : 

And  yet  they  say 
Thou  wilt  not  stay 
A matron-queen,  nor  maid. 

Sweet  Moon ! though  thou  to  change  art  giv’n, 
Unfitting  to  the  “ Queen  of  heav’n,” 

No  change  may  make  affection  cold: 

Say  what  they  will, 

I love  thee  still, 

^Though  thou  art  growing  old. 
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Fair  Moon ! a dear  old  friend  art  thou, 

And  I will  not  forsake  thee  now, 

When  thou  art  faint  and  waning  fast ; 

For  thou  dost  shine, 

A thing  divine, 

In  mem ’ries  of  the  past. 

Pale  moon ! sweet  moon ! say  what  they  will, 
The  measure  of  their  spleen  to  fill, 

Their  critic  art,  severe,  to  show, — 

Thou  dost  but  tell, 

And  mirror  well, 

How  goes  the  world  below. 
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THE  VERNAL  SNOW-FALL. 


“So  Winter  lingers  in 'the  lap  of  May.” 

Beautiful  messengers, 

Born  in  the  sky 
On  light,  airy  pinions, 
Pearl-studded,  ye  fly ; 

On  feather-dew  dancing 
O’er  hill-top  and  plain, 

Ye  come,  rob’d  in  ermine, 
Cloud-woven  of  rain. 

Like  lovers  ye  linger, 

Cloud  spirits,  to-day, 

And  in  the  “lap”  dally 
Of  beautiful  May. 

Ah ! well,  ’tis  no  matter, 

Ye  woo  but  in  vain ; 

Ye  bring  your  last  message, 
Yc  come  not  again. 
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How  like  the  chaste  fairies 
Of  fancy’s  own  birth, 

As  from  your  cloud-palace, 
Ye  flit  to  the  earth ! 

Ye  spread  your  soft  mantle 
Of  virgin  pure  white, 
Like  a rich  shield  of  silver, 
Just  polish’d  in  light. 


Ye  garnish  the  branches, 
And  foliage  of  green, 
And  teach  us  true  beauty 
By  contrast  is  seen; 

The  garden’s  fair  Flora 
Scarce  lifts  up  the  eye, 
As  conscious  of  blossoms 
More  fair  in  the  sky. 


Yet,  birds  cease  their  music, 
And  flit  to  the  grove ; 

And  cease,  as  if  frighten’d, 
Their  carols  of  love. 

Ah,  songsters,  sweet  songsters, 
Cheer  up,  sing  again  ; 

For  storms  will  come,  ever, 

To  birds  and  to  men. 
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Alas,  that  the  snow-flakes, 
So  pure  and  so  fair, 
Should  teach  us  a lesson 
Of  just  what  we  are ! 
For,  lo,  their  chaste  beauty 
That  charms  us  to-day, 
Like  all  we  love,  passes, 
To-morrow, — away. 
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THE  DEW-DROP. 

A little  “ dew-drop,”  sparkling,  shone 
Upon  the  mountain’s  face,  at  morn, 

In  meditation  all  alone, 

And  pure  as  if  it  just  were  born. 
Chaste,  meek,  and  fair, 

Yet  trembling  there, 

It  thus  address’d,  in  colloquy, 

The  deep,  resounding,  restless,  billowy  sea 

“ Thee  do  I hail,  with  beaming  eye, 

Great  Mother  of  the  floods ! and  try 
My  duty  here  to  do ; nor  shun 
The  dallying  kisses  of  the  sun. 

’Tis  well  that  I may  trace  to  thee 
My  lineage,  0,  thou  dark-blue  sea, 

As  one  of  thine  own  children  sent 
Careering  through  the  firmament, 

Upon  the  wind; 

For  now  I rest,  uplifted  high, 

A daughter  of  the  nether  sky, 

With  light  refin’d: 
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And  now  again  my  voice  I raise 
With  tearful  glance,  and  chant  my  lays 
In  oft  repeated  songs  of  by-gone  days. 

Ah,  Mother ! why  thy  rushing  tide, 

Thy  stormy  waves,  thy  hoary  crest? 
Would’st  thou  with  awful  grandeur  hide 
The  thousand  wrecks,  that,  far  and  wide, 
Down  to  thy  caverns  go,  or  glide 
Upon  thy  troubled  bosom  of  unrest  ? 

W ould,  Mother ! thou  wert  calm  and  fair ; 

That  thou  would’st  soothe  my  sisterhood, 
Which,  dew-drops  once,  are  gather’d  there, 
And  now  an  undistinguish’d  flood. 

Alas ! I can  but  say,  Alas ! 

For  them  that  mingle  with  the  mass; 

As  if  enlighten’d  ones  should  go 
And  grovel  with  the  herd  below. 

Ah  spare  me,  Mother!  be  thy  will 
The  sun  to  woo,  and  dews  distil, 

To  fructify  the  hill  and  plain; 

And  thy  good  mission  thus  fulfil, 

With  balmy  dew  and  gentle  rain. 

Why  call  away 
From  open  day, 
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Tliy  little  one,  that,  would’st  thou  spare, 

Shall  beam  thy  praise  in  upper  air, 

And  not  again  returning,  sweep 
On  rills  and  rivers  to  the  vasty-deep  ? 

Old  Ocean  answer’d : “ Not  a drop, 

That  glitters  on  the  mountain-top, 

In  pearly  dew,  or  falling  rain, 

But,  true  to  changeless  laws  that  bind 
Both  matter  and  immortal  mind, 

Must  onward  to  the  Deep  again. 

Motion  is  life.  Alas ! for  thee, 

Were  I a tideless,  stagnant  Sea; 

But,  now  thou  sparkiest  in  the  light, 

A crystal  polish’d  pure  and  bright, 

And  losest  not  thy  virgin  grace 
Of  beauty,  ’mid  all  change  of  place. 

As  from  my  breast  exhal’d  wert  thou, 

Ere  sleeping  on  the  mountain’s  brow ; 

So,  now,  vain  thing,  art  thou  the  same, 

Save  only  in  a borrow’d  name ; 

And,  ever,  thou  the  same  shalt  be, 

Borne  on  the  Winds,  or  bosomed  in  the  Sea.” 

Methinks,  the  dew-drops  symbolize 
The  spirit  kindred  to  the  skies, 

An  Infant’s  Soul ; its  life,  its  day, 

That  sparkles  and  then  fades  away; 
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That  fades  away  from  mortal  sight, 

Returning  to  the  Source  of  Light: 

That  knoweth  not  the  wrecks  and  strife, 
Upon  the  troubled  Sea  of  Life ; 

But,  beauteous  as  the  pearly  drop 
That  sparkles  on  the  mountain-top, 

Groes  back  to  God,  as  thence  it  came, 
Identical,  yet  scarce  the  same ; 

Lor  Christ  hath  giy’n  another  name, 

As  consecrate  to  God. 

While  lilies  now  we  bring  and  spread, 

And  linen  pure,  upon  the  dead, 

Whose  mortal  day 
Has  pass’d  away; 

And  say  with  tearful  hearts,  ’Tis  well; 

And  then  we  plant  the  asphodel, 

While  heav’nly  dew-drops  lave  the  hallow’d  sod. 
3* 
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THE  RIVER  CONNECTICUT. 

See  ! cradled  in  a mountain  dell, 

A little  lakelet  sleeping  lies; 

An  infant, — yet  its  voice  sliall  swell 
With  Nature’s  harmonies. 

And  there  in  solitude  serene, 

The  ancient  pines  their  shadows  cast; 

There,  mirror’d,  the  blue  sky  is  seen, 
Now,  as  in  ages  past. 

Unchang’d  and  lovely  still  its  face, 

Of  crystal,  as  when  first  came  forth 

Its  “Indian  Stream,”  with  sparkling  grace 
Rejoicing  from  the  North. 

But  thou  another  name  dost  bear,  (a) 

0,  Quon-nec-tuc-que,  northern  queen; 

And  now  a shining  vest  dost  wear, 

’Mid  banks  of  evergreen, 


(a)  Quon-nec-tuc-que,  the  long  river ; the  Indian  name  for  the  Con- 
necticut. 
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We  see  thee  speeding  on  in  pride;  (b) 

A thousand  rills  thy  bosom  swell ; 

From  steep  to  steep  thy  waters  glide, 

Or  leap  like  the  gazelle. 

And  now  the  vale  is  thine,  sweet  maid, 
Thou  ling’rest  as  a lover  may ; 

Thou  kissest  the  green  everglade, 

Thou  smilest,  and  away. 

Yet,  where  thine  ancient  barrier  stood,  (c) 
In  foam,  and  spray,  with  thund’ring  roar, 

Thou  rushest  down,  an  angry  flood, 

Then  eddiest  shore  to  shore. 


Then,  with  a sparkling  bright  array, 
Again  with  queenly  motion  flow; 
Thy  path  the  red-man’s  own  highway, 
Long  centuries  ago. 

But  where  is  he,  0 maiden  fair? 

And  where  his  fairy  bark-canoe? 

His  shallop,  buoyant  as  the  air, 

That  like  an  arrow  flew? 


(b)  The  Fifteen  Miles’  Fall. 

(c)  Bellows  Falls ; a precipitous  descent  of  forty  feet. 
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He’s  gone  far  toward  the  setting  sun, 

And  left  us  but  his  lands  and  name; 

For,  in  the  strife,  the  pale-face  won 
The  laurel, — and  the  shame  ! 

Maid  of  the  mists!  the  same  thine  eye, 
When  gleam’d  the  red-man’s  Council-fires 

As  now,  when  pointing  toward  the  sky, 
Thou  see’st  a thousand  spires. 

Yet,  then  upon  thy  margin  stood 
A colonnade  of  giant  trees, 

That  breath’d,  in  organ-tones,  a flood 
Of  music  to  the  breeze. 

But,  thou  to  other  eyes  art  known 
In  thine  Arcadian,  lovely  dress ; 

And  seeds  of  endless  life  are  sown, 

Where  howl’d  the  wilderness. 

What  though  the  savage  war-whoop  rung 
With  terror  to  intruding  foes? 

What  though  no  bard  of  truth  hath  sung, 
In  fitting  strains  his  woes? 

Yet,  cities,  hamlets,  towns  and  tow’rs, 

Arise  as  by  enchantment  born ; 
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With  verdant  fields,  and  fruits,  and  flow’rs, 
That  polish’d  life  adorn. 

And  thou  majestical  dost  move 
Through  broad  savannas,  in  thy  pride, 
Where  the  red-hunter  sigh’d  his  love, 

In  wigwams,  by  thy  side. 

0,  fair  and  beautious  stream!  for  thee 
^ The  wood-nymphs,  still,  with  laughing  eye, 
Sing  to  the  winds  their  minstrelsy, 

And  give  thee  sigh  for  sigh. 

But,  nearing  now  Atlantic-tides, — • 

From  shell-wrought  eaves  the  Sea-gods  come. 
Thou  loveliest  of  their  Ocean-brides, 

And  woo  thee  to  their  home. 

And,  “ nothing  loth,”  with  gentle  mien,- 
Thy  farewell  smiling  to  the  shore,— 

Dost  thou  depart,  0,  Northern  Queen, 

A lovely  Maid  no  more. 

Tis  well . glide  on,  thou  limpid  wave, 

In  beauty  to  the  deep,  dark  sea; 

And  be  the  passage  to  thy  grave 
A monitor  to  me. 
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MIDSUMMER  DAY. 

Ere  the  bright  solstice  flies, 

Hast  thou  a soul  for  Beauty,  and  an  ear 
Attune  to  Nature’s  harmonies,  arise 
And  hail  the  noontide  year. 

It  is  the  morning’s  dawn, 

And  balmy  as  an  infant’s  breath  the  air; 

See ! crystal  dews  on  hill-top,  vale,  and  lawn, 
Glitter  like  diamonds  rare. 

Ten  thousand  flow’rs  their  eyes, 

In  fragrant  petals,  open  to  the  sun, 

And,  to  the  orange  groves  of  southern  skies, 
Sing,  “ Sisters,  sweet,  we’re  one.” 

The  valleys  laugh  and  sing; 

And  the  green  forest  on  the  mountain-height, 
With  carols  of  the  birds  re-echoing, 

Bathes  in  a Sea  of  light. 

’Tis  noon ; Mid  summer’s  day : 

The  beaming  glories  of  the  year  shine  forth, 
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As  if  the  tropic-sun  had  lost  his  way, 

And  wandered  to  the  North. 

Come ! seek  the  green- wood  shade  ; 

There  zephyrs  soothe,  and  cooling  springs  are  there ; 
So  has  God’s  love  a compensation  made, 

For  mortals,  everywhere. 

Now,  from  the  glowing  West 
The  Sun  looks  back,  benignant,  far  and  wide ; 
And,  in  a blaze  of  glory  goes  to  rest; 

Hallowing  the  even-tide. 

’Tis  nightfall:  lift  the  eye; 

The  stars  come  forth  in  beauty,  one  by  one; 
Glowing  like  sapphires  in  the  azure  sky: 

Why  weep  that  day  is  done  ? 

Tis  meditation’s  hour ; 

And  the  rapt  soul,  in  its  exulting  'flight, 

Goes  forth  in  awe,  to  worship  Him  whose  pow’r 
Hallows  both  Day  and  Night. 

Behold  the  waving  corn: 

The  glebe,  by  moonlight,  with  its  laden  store, 
Looks  like  a mimic  sea,  Arcadian  born, 

Unbounded  by  a shore. 
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It  tells  of  harvest  home; 

Of  the  ingathering  of  the  fruits  on  high, 

When  the  great  Reaper  of  the  world  shall  come, 
For  sheaves  that  may  not  die. 

Again,  now  wanes  the  year ; 

Again  the  Sun  to  polar  skies  rolls  on ; 

And,  as  he  left  the  tropics  coming  here 
To  greet  us, — he  is  gone ! 

No  matter ; it  is  well : 

His  cycle  fill’d,  again  returns  he  thence: 

’Tis  well  in  both  God’s  light  and  shade  to  dwell, 
In  patient  confidence. 
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THE  LAKELET. 

I stood  beside  a lakelet  fail 
Whose  bosom  seem’d  of  crystal  made; 

A beauteous,  bright,  and  sparkling  gem ; 
In  emerald  inlaid. 

Ah ! ’tis  a lovely  scene,  I cried, 

A type  of  innocence  most  rare; 

Foi  from  its  breast  white  lilies  breath’d 
Their  fragrance  on  the  air. 

No  ripple  on  its  surface  mov’d, 

It  look’d  a polish’d  silver  shield; 

And  its  pure  depths  in  sunlight  shone, 
Keflecting  flow’r  and  field. 

Soon  pass’d  a little  flitting  cloud, 

With  buoyant  wing  and  airy  grace ; 

Unconscious  that  it  cast  a shade 
Upon  the  water’s  face. 
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Scarce  liad  that  shadow  pass’d  away, 

Ere  gusts  of  wind  in  rudeness  fly, 

And  mar  its  polish’d  beauty,  late 
The  mirror  of  the  sky. 

Alas,  methought,  of  loveliest  scenes 

Naught  free  from  chance  and  change  in  life 

The  law  of  Love  alone  may  live, 

Unchang’d  ’mid  worldly  strife. 

That  transient  cloud,  that  gust  of  wind, 
Intangible,  their  forms  impress; 

And  write  their  names,  and  dim,  and  mar 
That  scene  of  loveliness. 

Thus  do  our  little  thoughtless  acts 
Their  shadows  cast  on  souls  refin’d; 

And  gusts  of  passion,  wild,  deform 
The  beauties  of  the  Mind. 
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THE  RAINY  DAY. 

I love  to  muse  on  a rainy  day, 

As  I bid  my  fancy  soar  away 

To  fields  afar,  on  gossamer  wings ; 
Bid  it  above  the  clouds  to  fly, 

And  thence  from  out  of  a sunny  sky 
To  cull  the  flow’rs  of  Memory, 

As  holy  things. 


For  mem’ries  come  on  a rainy  day, 
More  fragrant  than  the  breath  of  May, 
And  sparkling  as  the  morning  dew  ; 
They  come  with  a cadence  soft  to  me, 
As  murmurs  of  the  calm,  deep  sea, 

Or  raindrops  on  the  old  house  tree, 

To  childhood  true. 


They  tell  of  the  pranks  of  the  rainy  day, 
From  cellar  to  loft,  and  the  roundelay 
Of  merry  sports  of  by-gone  years ; 
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Yet,  sad  as  the  music  of  the  rain, 

They  touch  the  heart  with  a mellower  strain, 
That  sweeps  its  chords,  but  not  in  vain, 

To  tears,  to  tears. 

The  rainy  day,  the  rainy  day ! 

What  though  dark  shadows  flit  and  play, 

In  pantomime,  like  ghosts  at  eve? 

I hear  the  laugh  from  the  attic  come, 
Re-echoed  from  the  nursery  room, 

And  welcome  guests  from  childhood’s  home 

Their  garlands  weave. 

O,  lovely  childhood’s  rainy  day  ! 

From  mem’ry  pass  not  thou  away 
As  fancy’s  dream,  in  fancy’s  flight, 

For,  holier  scenes  are  thine,  than  aught 
Of  manhood’s  sage  or  loftier  thought 
By  learning’s  lore  or  wisdom  wrought, 

In  all  their  might. 
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TO  A ROBIN  IN  MARCH. 

Meek  herald  of  the  laughing  spring, 
With  pale  red  breast,  and  browny  wing, 
Thou  to  the  whistling  winds  dost  sing 
In  mellow  tone : 

Why,  loveliest  stranger,  warbling 
Thy  song  alone? 


Brave  bird ! why  here  mid  sleet  and  frost, 
TV  hen  forest  boughs  are  tempest-tost  ? 
Twere  well,  methinks,  to  count  the  cost, 
Ere  one  essays : 

Or  hast  thou  Time’s  old  record  lost 
Of  wintry  days? 


Whence  art  thou,  bird?  From  sky  or  sea, 
From  cave,  or  fen,  or  hollow  tree, 

With  thine  unwritten  poetry 
Of  Nature’s  own? 

As  if  the  soul  of  melody 

Were  thine  alone? 
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Sweet  bird,  serenely  sittest  thou 
Upon  the  maple’s  topmost  bougli, 

With  gleeful  song,  as  if  e’en  now 
Were  clearly  seen 

The  hill,  and  vale,  and  mountain’s  brow 
Array’d  in  green. 

Sing,  gentle  bird ! for  thou  dost  tell 
The  waiting  spring-tide,  “ All  is  well 
So,  ever,  trustful  hope  may  swell 
The  heart  with  joy ; 

For,  blessings  in  the  future  dwell 
Without  alloy. 

Ah,  lovely  bird,  lift  up  thy  strain 
Upon  the  bleak  March  winds  again ; 
For,  grateful  as  the  Summer  rain 
To  plant  and  tree, 

So  is  thy  plaintive,  sweet  refrain 
A joy  to  me. 
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AN  APRIL  DAY- 

TO  ADA. 

See  ! she  weeps,  with  sunny  eye ; 

Weeps,  as  Beauty  weeps  in  sorrow; 
Clouds  by  turns,  and  open  sky, 
Promise  lovely  of  to-morrow. 


Why,  I cried,  so  coyish,  Spring? 

Why  not  come  on  sunbeams  fearless? 
Why  not  come  on  cloudless  wing, 
Fleetly,  brightly,  calm,  and  tearless? 

“Ah,”  replied  the  April  day, 

“ Breath  of  Love  am  I,  revealing, 

How  true  kindness  melts  away 
Hearts  of  frost,  else  quite  congealing. 

“ What  though  in  my  vapor-screen 
Tear-drops  may  distil,  diurnal? 

Dews  are  they  for  Flora’s  queen, 
Life-blood  of  the  landscape  vernal. 
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“ Not  a cloud  but  comes  in  love, 

Not  a tear  but  falls  refreshing ; 

Not  a token  from  above 

Fails  to  bear  to  us  a blessing.” 

Ah,  so  gentle  kindness,  ever, 

Sheds  its  balmy  dew  like  show’rs ; 
Failing  in  its  office  never, — 

Verdure  fresh,  and  fragrant  flow’rs. 
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THE  SIOW  BIRD. 

Bird  of  Winter’s  icy  reign! 

Welcome,  welcome  here  again. 

Comest  thou,  0 tiny  brave, 

From  the  cloud-land,  or  the  cave, 
Whence  the  Wind-god,  blust’ring,  sends 
^Howling  storms  on  foes  and  friends? 

“ Whence,  it  matters  not,’’  said  he; 

“ Prithee,  what  is  that  to  thee  ? 

Chick-a-de-dee ! chick-a-de-dee  1” 


True,  brave  bird,  it  matters  not 
Whence  thou  art,  from  sky  or  nrot  • 
Whence  thou  art,  with  snowy  breast^ 
Piebald  wing,  and  ebon  crest. 

Birds  of  Summer,  where  are  they? 
Fled,  like  sunshine  friends,  away; 
Piping,  not  in  strains  like  thee, 

Songs  of  blithesome  melody,— 

“ Chick-a-de-dee ! chick-a-de-dee!” 
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Bird  of  Winter’s  frost  and  snow ! 

Few,  thy  true  warm  heart  may  know  ; 
Singing  ever,  spray  to  spray, — 

All  thy  life  a holiday. 

When  thy  faint-heart  friends  are  flown, 
Thy  great  soul  braves  ills  alone ; 
Whistling  evermore  with  glee, 

On  the  hill-top,  on  the  lea, 

“ Chick-a-de-dee ! chick-a-de-dee!” 

Thus,  when  snows  fidl  fast  and  free,  . 
Flittest  thou  from  tree  to  tree, 

Telling  the  same  tale,  ’tis  true, 

Just  as  many  mortals  do: 

Yet,  thy  heart  we  know  is  warm, 

Both  in  sunshine  and  in  storm. 
Snow-bird  ! pity  those  who  see 
Naught  of  morals  taught  by  thee, — 
Nothing  save  a “Chick-a-de-dee!” 
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the  lily  and  the  bee. 

On  its  stem,  a lily  blossom 
Breath’d  its  fragrant  odors  far; 
Lifting  to  the  Sun  its  petals, 

Chaste  as  only  lilies  are. 

Wafted  by  the  dallying  zephyrs 
Over  hill-top,  vale,  and  lea, 

Tracing  back  its  sweet  aroma, 

Singing,  came  the  Honey-bee. 

Buzzing,  now  it  sang,  “I’ve  found  it; 

How  my  sack  I’ll  fill,  and  go!» 
‘Bifler!”  cried  the  pale-eyed  blossom, 
Go  thou,  and  no  thank  bestow? 


“Hast  thou,  dolt!  no  heart  for  beauty, 
Nestling  in  my  golden  cell  ? 

Brushing  round  my  silver  stamens 
Where  the  sylphs  and  fairies  dwell  ?” 
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But,  no  answer  gave  the  insect; 

It  was  practical,  and  plain ; 
Cousin  to  some  buzzing  mortal, 
Bent  on  sordid  love  of  gain. 
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THE  BLUE  BIRD. 

Sweet,  cheery  bird,  of  plumage  blue, 

Thou  comest  as  a sylph  may  fly; 

.And  bearest,  in  thine  every  hue, 

Chaste  tintings  of  the  azure  sky. 

We  bless  thee,  bird ; for,  thou  dost  bring, 

Or  pilot,  balmy  zephyrs  here ; 

The  promise  of  the  laughing  Spring, 

Fair  presage  of  the  floral  year. 

And  thou  dost  come  with  cheering  voice, 
Though  few  thy  notes,  so  clear' "and  strong 
That  e’en  the  hills  and  vales  rejoice, 

And  echo  to  the  winds  thy  song. 

As  friends  to  friends  glad  tidings  tell, 

So  thou  with  soul -inspiring  lays 
Dost  bid,  in  joy,  the  bosom  swell 
With  mem’ries  bright  of  other  days. 
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And  lovelier  far  upon  the  breeze, 

Thy  song,  that  to  the  seaman’s  ear 
The  pilot-bird,  of  the  Caribbees, 

That  warning  gives  the  coast  is  near. 


I 
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TO  THE  WIND-FLOWER. 

i. 

Blessings,  blue-eyed  flow’r,  on  thee ; 
Blessings  dost  thou  bring  to  me ; 
Lifting  up  thy  modest  head, 

Meekly,  from  thy  lowly  bed, 

Meekly,  where  as  yet  is  seen 
Naught  of  life,  nor  blade  of  green  ; 
Lifting  up,  as  half  in  fear, 

Tremblirig  ’twixt  a smile  and  tear, 
Singing  to  the  wind-harp’s  lays, 
“Coming,  coming,  beauteous  days.” 


II. 

Ah,  thou  lovely,  smiling  thing, 

Fragile  harbinger  of  Spring, 

Why  dost  thou  thy  laughing  eye 
Glance  with  trembling  toward  the  sky? 
Fresh,  exulting  into  life, 

Fearest  thou  the  boreal  strife? 
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Close  thy  jietals,  then,  fair  flow’r, 
Bid  thy  sisters  “ bide  their  hour 
Then  she  sang  again  her  lays, 

“ Coming,  coming,  beauteous  days.” 

III. 

So  dost  thou  adorn  the  vale, 
Bending  to  the  passing  gale ; 

So  the  glen,  and  bare  hill-side, 
Van-guard  thou  of  Flora’s  pride; 
Braving  frost,  and  chilly  days, 

All  of  April’s  changeful  ways, 
Lifting  up  thy  pale-blue  eye, 
Lovingly  as  Charity ; 

Singing,  as  in  hymns  of  praise, 

11  Coming,  coming,  beauteous  days.” 


IV. 

Flow’ret,  blessings  be  on  thee, 
Teacher  of  humility; 

Teaching  mortals  hope  and  trust, 
Patient  waiting  of  the  just ; 
Teaching  with  expressive  voice, 
Bidding  the  chill’d  heart  rejoice ; 
Chanting,  chanting  thy  sweet  song, 
Sad,  vet  with  assurance  strong, 
Trustful,  scarce  of  earthly  lays; 

“ Coming,  coming,  beauteous  days.” 
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THE  WHIP-POOR-WILL. 

Startling  comes  a sudden  cry, 
Piercing  as  the  bugle,  shrill, 

On  the  night-wind’s  gentle  sigh, 

Wafted  over  vale  and  hill. 

Hermit  cowl’d  and  lone,  unseen, 

Why  thy  croak  each  note  between 
“ Whip-poor-will,  Whip-poor-will  ?” 

Bird  of  twilight,  whence  thy  flight? 

Where  thy  hidden'  perch  afar,— 
Coming  in  the  hush  of  night, 

Singing  to  the  Evening  Star? 

Wild  as  is  the  wind-harp’s  tone, 

So  is  thine,  0,  Spirit  lone, — 

Thy  trumpet,  “Whip-poor-will!” 

Bird,  why  shunnest  thou  the  day, 
Distant  from  the  haunts  of  men ; 
Passing  like  a dream  away, 

Ere  the  morning  comes  again  ? 
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Yet,  0,  bird!  I would  that  thou 
Pipedst,  as  in  childhood,  now 

Thy  thrilling  “ Whip-poor-will.” 

Piping,  in  thy  plaintive  key, 

Near  the  casement,  as  of  yore ; 

When  with  soothing  voice  to  me 
Thou  didst  utter,  o’er  and  o’er, 

As  a watchman,  high  and  clear, 

Notes  as  now  afar,  now  near, 

Thy  carol,  “ Whip-poor-will.” 

Ah,  sweet  memories  of  old 

Paint  the  moonlight  walks  of  mine, 
When  the  budding  loves  were  told, 
When  thy  song  was  quite  divine. 
Bird  of  night,  to  mem’ry  dear, 

Scarce  my  heart  restrains  a tear, 

When  thy  plaintive  cry  I hear, 

“ Whip-poor-will ! Whip-poor-will  1” 
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ASCUTNEY.* 

Bail  I Mountain  of  the  red-man’s  god  I 
Like  “Ossa  upon  Pelion  hurl’d:” 

Hail,  “Brothers  three,”  that  sternly  nod, 
Or  smile  upon  the  nether  world. 


Thou  beauteous  pile,  gigantic,  high, 

How  bald  soe’er  thy  cold  gray  brow ; 

As  when  first  cradled  in  the  sky, 

Before  the  flood,  so  art  thou  now. 

And  grand  art  thou  as  at  the  hour 
When  thou  wast  made,  rock-ribb’d  and  lone, 
And  rose  from  chaos  as  a tow’r, 

Most  fitting  for  a Spirit’s  home. 


• An  isolated  mountain,  three  thousand  and  four  hundred  feet  above 
the  level  of  the  sea,  called  by  the  Indians  “Cascadnnc,”  or  the  “Three 
Brothers,”  from  ita  three  principal  elevations. 
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Thou  liftest  up  thy  granite  eye, 

And  greetest  joyously  the  Sun; 

The  first  to  hail  the  eastern  sky, 

The  last  to  own  that  day  is  done. 

And  thou  art  ever  bath’d  in  light, 

Save  when  the  Storm-king  spreads  his  pall, 

And  the  wind-spirits  speed  their  flight, 

And  sport  in  their  rude  carnival. 

Thou,  lone  in  ether-space  dost  stand, 
Beholding,  from  thy  lofty  domes, 

The  distant  hills,  the  lake  and  land, 

God’s  altar-shrines,  and  happy  homes. 

And,  though  the  verdant  vales  below 
Be  veiled,  or  sleep  in  twilight  gray, 

Still  do  thy  lofty  turrets  glow 
In  star-light,  as  in  open  day. 

Ah,  how  like  Charity  art  thou, 

Serene,  above  the  world,  sublime; 

Exalted,  with  illumin’d  brow, 

A way-mark  on  the  track  of  Time. 
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THE  CHIMNEY- SWALLOW. 


When  the  Winter  melts  away, 
Flowing  into  balmy  May; 

When  the  buds  and  blossoms  fair 
Waft  their  fragrance  on  the  air; 
When  the  insects,  on  the  breeze, 
Dance  around  the  forest-trees; 

Then  the  twitt’ring  swallows  come, 
Speeding  on  the  breath  of  Spring, 
Swiftly  to  their  summer-home, 

And,  like  restless  spirits,  roam 
On  the  wing. 


Few  at  first, — a chosen  band, 
Van-guards,  here  to  “spy  the  land;” 
Yet,  ere  fades  the  morrow’s  sun, 
Thousands  take  the  place  of  one. 
Whence  they  come,  or  whither  go, 
Only  swallows  ever  know ; 
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Mortals  only  know  they’re  here; 

Coming,  going,  twittering; 
Coming,  going,  with  the  year, 
Fleeing  ere  comes  Autumn  sere, 
On  the  wing. 


Whether  at  the  South  they  rove 
Sporting  in  the  orange-grove; 
Whether  housed  in  lakes,  or  fens, 
Caverns  low,  or  mountain  dens, 
Matters  not  :•  but,  on  the  wind, 
Leaving  it  to  lag  behind, 

Darting,  diving  in  the  air, 

On  they  come,  undallying, 
Feasting  on  the  insects  there; 
Yoid  of  hope,  or  fear,  or  care, 

On  the  wing. 


Why,  0 bird  aerial!  fly, 

Never  resting,  through  the  sky? 
Pride?  E’en  Lucifer  may  go, 
Welcome  to  the  earth  below! 

Art  thou  an  unearthly  thing, 

Thou  with  long,  black,  narrow  wing, 
Pinions  strong,  and  body  slight, 
Speeding,  speeding,  curveting; 
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Saving  in  the  gloom  of  night, 
Ever  in  thy  ceaseless  flight, 

On  the  wing? 


See!  in  circuits,  broad  and  high, 
Circling  less  and  less  they  fly; 

Then  in  column,  hov’ring  low, 

Down  the  chimney’s  throat  they  go; 
Clinging  to  its  wall  the  breast,— 
Watching  for  the  dawn,  they  rest. 
Such  their  life,  from  day  to  day, 
Till,  as  came  they  in  the  Spring, 
Unobserv’d  they  pass  away, 

Speeding  as  immortals  may, 

On  the  wing. 
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FOOTPRINTS  OF  WINTER. 

The  Summer  is  faded, 

The  forests  are  sear, 

And  Autumn  has  gather’d 
The  sheaves  of  the  year : 

Rich  fruitage  in  ripeness 
From  vine-branch,  and  tree, 

Are  garner’d  and  treasur’d, 

Pale  Winter,  for  thee. 

The  Sun  casts  his  shadow 
With  lengthening  shade; 

For  the  pale  days  rise  later, 

And  earlier  fade: 

So  Winter  is  coming 
With  frost  in  her  eye, 

While  she  weaves  robes  of  ermine, 
In  looms  of  the  sky. 

Yet  warn’d  she  and  waited, 

Till  birds  of  the  grove 
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Had  ceas’d  their  sweet  music, 
Their  carols  of  love; 

Till  buds  in  their  casings 
All  safely  were  seal’d, 

And  the  bright  verdure  perish’d 
From  forest  and  field. 

How  fall  the  soft  snow-flakes, 

In  spangles  more  fair 
Than  the  pure  pearls  of  Ocean 
The  lovely  Nymphs  wear ; 
They  seem  like  light  feathers 
On  pinions  of  down, 

That,  in  wreath’d  as  a garland, 
Might  innocence  crown. 

So  spreads  she  her  mantle, 

Her  chaste  robe  of  white, 

All  studded  with  crystals 
Of  silvery  light. 

See!  hill-tops  are  shrouded, 

The  rude  winds  are  there, 

And  the  snow,  light  as  powder, 
Is  whirl’d  in  the  air. 

For,  Winter  her  legions 
Sends  forth  as  in  might; 
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And  they  sing,  the  Storm-spirits, 
Her  dirge  in  their  flight. 

They  lift  their  shrill  voices 
Like  war-trumps,  as  fly 
Snow  and  sleet  in  battalions, 
And  darken  the  sky. 

What  though  their  rude  wailing 
May  cease  to  the  ear? 

Lo ! tracks  of  their  fury 
And  wildness  are  here. 

Seel  half  hid,  out-peeping, 

Are  ledge,  shrub,  and  tree, 
While  a blank  desolation 
Veils  mountain  and  lea. 

Yet,  what  is  the  Winter, 

With  desolate  mien, 

But  the  shroud  that  envelops 
The  Spring-germs  of  green? 
So,  all  of  life’s  changes 
Of  light  and  shade,  here, 

But  reveal  to  Faith’s  vision 
The  bright  future  year. 


For  as  Spring  is  the  sequence 
Of  Winter’s  drear  reign, 
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When  she  puts  on  her  garments 
Of  Beauty  again; 

So  the  Seasons  suceessive, 

The  heat  and  the  cold, 

All  tell  of  man’s  gath’ring 
“As  sheep  to  the  fold.” 
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THE  LOW  ANEMONE. 


The  low  Anemone,  or  Forget-me-not,  is  one  of  the  earliest  blos- 
soms of  the  year ; and  it  is  often  found,  on  the  brook-side,  bloom- 
ing amid  surrounding  snows. 


And  thou  art  here,  pale,  meek-eyed  thing, 
As  if  by  fairy  fingers  wrought : 

0,  loveliest  harbinger  of  Spring, 

Thou  to  the  very  soul  dost  sing 

Thy  song,  “ Forget-me-not.” 

Yes,  beauty  for  the  soul  is  here, 

Chaste  beauty  for  the  eye  and  thought, 
For  thou  dost  bloom  on  Winter’s  bier, 
Unconscious  of  a sigh  or  tear, 

Singing,  “ Forget-me-not.” 

More  sweet  than  music  on  the  sea, 

Comes  forth  from  out  thy  snow-bound  grot, 
A lovely  voice,  fair  flow’r,  to  me 
Thy  morn  and  ev’ning  melody, 

Thy  lay,  “ Forget-me-not.’ 
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And,  breathing  on  the  wind’s  low  sighs, 
Thou  seemest  scarce  of  earth  begot, 
Telling  of  brighter,  fairer  skies, 

Of  blooming  Hope  that  never  dies, 
Trustful  “ Forget-me-not.” 

Pale  flow’r,  sweet  flow’r,  with  wisdom  rife, 
Like  meekness,  whatsoe’er  our  lot ; 
Forever  dost  thou  sing  of  life 
Above  this  cold,  bleak,  world  of  strife, 
Heav’n’s  own  “ Forget-me-not.” 
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“IIOW  COLD  IT  SHINES.” 

“ How  cold  it  shines 
So  spake  the  idiot-boy,  and  rais’d 
His  languid  eye,  and  shiv’ring  gaz’d 
Upon  the  Moon,  while  night  dews  shed 
Their  Autumn  chillness  on  his  head, 

“ How  cold  it  shines ; how  cold  it  shines 
Unconscious  that  the  orb  of  night, 

Like  false  friends,  shone  with  borrow’d  light: 
’Twas  not  for  thee,  poor  boy,  to  know 
The  shiv’ring  pang  of  mental  woe, — 

“ How  cold  it  shines.” 

“ How  cold  it  shines,” 

When,  in  the  hour  of  utmost  need, 

We  lean  upon  a broken  reed; 

When  worthless  prove  our  friendships  old ; 
When  sorrows  come  and  love  grows  cold; 
When  all  our  cherish’d  hopes  may  be 
Like  fragments  on  a troubled  sea ; 

When  fails  the  tie 
Of  sympathy  ; 

Oh,  poor  bruis’d  heart!  “how  cold  it  shines!” 
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“ How  cold  it  shines,” 

When  trust  and  confidence  are  made 
By  selfish  baseness,  stock  in  trade ; 

When  high  pretence  is  but  the  song 
Of  craft,  of  avarice,  and  wrong ; 

When  all  once  fair  and  true  but  seems 
Like  glitt’ring  frost  on  frozen  streams, 
Whose  waters  flow 
In  depths  below  ; 

God  help  thee,  child ! “ How  cold  it  shines.” 

“ How  cold  it  shines  !” 

And  must  the  stricken  heart  employ 
The  language  of  the  idiot-boy, 

“ How  cold  it  shines  ?” 

When  but  the  pale,  reflected  light, 

Like  moon-beams  dallying  at  night, 

By  those  we  trusted,  lov’d,  is  giv’n. 

Mortal ! lift  up  the  soul  to  heav’n : 

Trust  thou  in  God;  and  thou  shalt  know 
All’s  well,  though  cries  the  world  below, 

“ How  cold  it  shines.” 
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THE  BELL  AND  BELL-MAN. 

I’ve  heard  the  gray  old  sexton  tell 
His  belfry-dream  of  the  old  church-bell, 

And  how,  as  he  once  in  the  belfry  lay, 
Aloft,  on  a Summer’s  holiday, 

It  wagg’d  its  tongue, 

And  hoarsely  sung  : 

“ Deem  not  that  thou  to  me  art  aught 
But  as  dull  matter  is  to  thought; 

Ha,  ’tis  my  song  that  thou  hast  wrought, 
The  music’s  in  the  Bell. 

“ Suppose  that  thou,  on  a holiday, 

Should’st  try  thy  mettlesome  lungs  of  clay, 
In  mimic-song  of  the  old  cliurch-bell, 

And  bid  thy  voice  o’er  the  high-lands  swell, 
As  oft  I call 
To  the  festival? 

The  veriest  dog  would  wag  his  tail ; 
Perchance,  e’en  gentle  patience  rail, 

To  hear  thy  raven-croaking  wail, 

For  the  music  of  the  Bell. 
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Aha,!  gray-beard!  On  waves  of  air 
My  song  wells  up  like  the  breath  of  prayer ; 
And  I,  as  an  old  familiar  friend, 

The  birth  and  marriage  days  attend: 

With  fitting  tone, 

My  voice  alone, 

In  peals  of  joy  bids  heav’n  and  earth 
Re-echo  to  the  strain  of  mirth, 

The  music  of  the  bell. 


And,  when  to  their  long  home,  at  last, 
Poor  mortals,  earth  to  earth,  are  cast, 

J'  S'ghs’  how  lona  bow  full,  how  clear  ? 
or  bears  my  brow  a treach’rous  tear, 

Nor  falsely  knells 
Its  last  farewells : 


e pangs  that  wring  my  heart  of  brass 
^ re  eep  as  those  who  cry,  Alas! 
Chief-mourner  I,  0f  all  the  mass; 

The  dirge  is  in  the  Bell.” 


“Tbou  teachest  well,”  said  the  sexton  gray 

1 hou  belfry-dream  of  the  holiday  ; 

f hou  teachest  how  a dolt  m i • 

, uuw  a clolt  may  claim 

“ rob  m ionost  man  of  fame  ; 

How  craft  obtains, 

In  leaden  brains, 
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The  praise  due  him  whose  genius  taught 
The  brazen  hollow-head  a thought : 

The  Bell  the  honor  wins,  and  not 
The  Master  of  the  Bell.” 
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WAY  MARKS. 

How  like  Time’s  unmoving  finger, 

Ever  pointing  to  the  past, 

Stand,  like  sentinels,  around  us 
All  our  Way-marks,  to  the  last; 
Pictur’d  as  a panorama, 

On  the  glebe,  the  waves,  the  air, 

Daily  written,  grav’d,  or  painted; 

All  undying  everywhere. 

Waj-marks  stand  around  the  hearth-stone 
Hallow’d  by  a mother’s  pray’r, 
Breathing  to  the  soul  their  music 
Prom  the  silent  altar  there  ; 

Sdent,  and  yet  warm  and  fragrant; 

Living  are  its  mem’ries  all, 

Clinging  to  the  heart  like  ivy, 

Oreen  m age,  upon  the  wall. 

First  and  best,  Affection’s  Way-marks, 
Tearful,  or  with  beaming  light ; 

Fairer  than  Corinthian  pillars 
lo  t^e  raptur’d  artist’s  sight. 


100 


THE  HEROINE  OF  SCUTARI, 

Some  are  lighted  up  in  beauty, 
Standing  out  in  bold  relief; 

Others,  half  conceal’d  by  shadows 
Falling  from  the  brow  of  grief. 

So  our  Youth  survives  in  Manhood, 
Loves,  that  yet  the  bosom  swell, 

Joys  elysian,  aye,  and  Sorrows, 
Which  the  heart  alone  can  tell ! 

There  a Way-mark  stands,  forsaken, 
Bearing  neither  tear  nor  smile; 

Here , the  stumbling-blocks  of  Error, 
As  of  syrens  that  beguile. 


Lessons  are  they  all,  and  tell  us 
By-gone  days,  their  hope  and  fear; 

Lessons,  though  upon  the  record 
Few  the  pages  bright  and  clear. 

Evil  acts,  and  deeds  of  kindness, 
Way-marks,  both  the  dark  and  fair; 

And,  like  light  and  shade  in  paintings, 
Join  to  make  us  what  we  are. 

So  lives  childhood’s  self  forever: 

Youth  its  lov’d  enchantment  lends ; 

Yoices  theirs,  as  sweet  as  Memnon’s 
When  the  god  of  day  ascends. 
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Blessed  hope  arrays  the  future, 

Bright  as  glows  the  lovely  past  : 

Smiles  of  God  are  all  around  us, 

Ever  beaming  to  the  last. 

What  though  years  upon  the  forehead 
Circle  all  their  lines  around? 

Welcome  Way-marks,  when  their  furrows 
May  not  on  the  soul  be  found. 

Write,  0 thou  recording  Angel, 

Living  lines  on  mem’ry’s  chart; 

Write  thine  own  Immortal  Poem, 

All  undying,  on  the  heart. 
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YESTERDAY. 

I SAW  upon  a troubled  sea, 

And  outward  bound,  a sail,  in  flight 
That  like  a coward  seem’d  to  flee, 

Till  hidden  by  the  shades  of  night. 

’Tis  gone ! the  craft  is  pass’d  away ; 

Its  name  defac’d  upon  its  prow ; 

But,  in  its  place,  blank  Yesterday, 
Though  all  unseen,  is  written  now. 

Vanish’d,  Vanish’d!  pass’d  away, 
Faithless,  shadowy  Yesterday! 

And  naught  is  left  us  here  of  thee, 
Save  records  of  thy  perfidy ! 

Thy  golden  promises  are  fled, 

And  number’d,  dimly,  with  the  dead : 
The  gorgeous  day-dreams  at  thy  birth, 
Of  high  resolve  above  the  earth, 
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Of  worthy  deeds  of  gen’rous  love, 
That  well  might  spirits  pure  approve, 
By  weakness  marr’d,  or  will  perverse, 
Or  indolent  neglect,  or  worse, 

Are  cast  upon  Time’s  fun’ral  pyre, 
Meet  for  the  ordeal  of  fire. 

Nor  will  there  from  their  ashes  rise 
One  beauteous  bird  of  paradise ; 

For,  each  day’s  Phcenix,  first  and  last, 
Is  but  the  vulture  of  the  Past. 
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TO-DAY. 

Pale  Yesterday!  thy  locks  are  gray, 

And  dim  thine  eye; 

And  yet  irreverent  young  To-day 
Comes  forth,  with  brow  elate  with  pride, 
And  thrusts  her  gray-hair’d  kin  aside, 
Without  a sigh. 

Behold  ! behold ! with  promise  fair, 

She  comes  with  orient  golden  hair, 

And  jewell’d  sheen,  in  bright  array, 

Like  her  lost  sister,  Yesterday. 

Ho,  ho!  God  bless  thee,  young  To-day; 
We  hail  thee  with  a roundelay, 

In  joyous  strain, 

Again,  again : 

For,  thou  a record  worthy  kings 
Shalt  bear  upon  thy  lustrous  wings; 

And  thou,  through  all  thy  course,  shalt  be 
A glory  to  thyself  and  me. 

****** 
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Aha!  art  gone?  just  here,  and  gone? 
It  was  but  now  the  morning’s  dawn, 
When,  cap-in-hand,  I bow’d  to  thee 
And  call’d  thee  mine  abidingly ! 

Fled,  fled  hast  thou,  like  maiden  coy, 
Without  her  grace ; 

And  left  us  only  with  alloy, 

Like  metals  base. 

Stern  mistress  thou ! I saw  thee  bear 
Upon  thy  bosom  grief  and  care, 

With  scarce  a joy  to  soothe  or  bless, 
Back  to  thy  state  of  nothingness ! 

And  so  dost  thou,  as  Yester,  leave 
The  nether  sky; 

And  so  dost  thou,  as  Yester,  weave 
In  revelry, 

A tangled  web  of  hopes  and  fears, 
Unworthy  kin  of  by-gone  years. 


So  our  To-day  must  Yester  be, 

That  no  To-morrow’s  dawn  may  see. 
Ah,  lost  To-day!  with  thee  has  fled 
The  gorgeous  sheen,  that  Fancy  spread, 
Of  flow  rs  to  deck  thy  path  : all  flown, 
And  pride  and  folly  left  alone ! 
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TO-MORROW. 

Look  ! see’st  thou  not  a distant  sail 
Upon  the  far  horizon  there? 

Look,  look ! the  beauteous  frigate  hail, 
The  frigate  bright  and  fair. 

Methinks,  to  port  a craft  ne’er  came, 
So  worthy  of  immortal  fame. 


See ! now  with  canvas  spread,  in  pride 
She  seems  to  rest  upon  the  tide, 

And  near  us  not.  But  when  To-day, 
Full  laden,  shall  have  pass’d  away, 
Then  shall  she  come  with  banners  flying, 
Freighted  full  with  blessings  rare, 
Bringing  joy,  for  grief  and  sighing, 
Bringing  ease  for  toil  and  care. 

****** 

Yain  art  thou,  unborn  To-morrow, 

Draft  on  Time  that  triflers  borrow ; 
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Hope  of  spendthrift  heirs,  and  hence 
The  current  coin  of  Indolence ; 

A farthing  rush-light’s  feeble  ray 
To  sunlight  duties  of  To-day ; 

The  vapor-cloud  of  dream-land  skies, 
That,  like  the  ignis  fatuus  flies, 

And  leads  us  on,  deceiv’d,  away 
Through  bogs  and  fens  for  holiday ; 

And  thus  immortals  learn  the  rules 
Of  wisdom  in  the  Court  of  Fools. 

To-morrow  ! what  art  thou  ? Unknown  ; 
A shadow  on  a vacant  throne, 

Or,  like  the  fabled  treach’rous  stone 
Of  Sisyphus ; 

That,  howsoe’er  upheav’d,  again 
Returning  proves  the  labor  vain ; 

So  thou  to  us. 


Yet,  0 dark  or  bright  To-morrow, 
Coming,  coming,  still  away, 

Oft  art  thou,  to  those  who  sorrow, 
Blessedness,  to-day. 


108 


THE  HEROINE  OF  SCUTARI, 


TO  MY  SEAL. 


The  device,  a ship  under  full  sail,  with  the  motto,  “Such  is 
Life.” 


Such,  “ such  is  life !”  A sail 
Outspreading  to  the  gale, 

That  one  in  vain  may  hail, 
Her  course  to  stay  ; 
Unyielding,  onward  still, 

Like  one  of  stubborn  will, 
She  speeds  away. 


Swift  as  the  rays  of  light, 
That  baffle  mortal  sight 
To  measure  in  their  flight, 
The  life-ship  glides ; 
On,  on  before  the  breeze, 
Alike  in  summer-seas, 

Or  wintry  tides. 
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So,  to  the  Port  she  hies, 
Unchang’d  her  course,  and  flies 
Direct,  whate’er  the  skies, 
Whate’er  the  wind ; 

Nor  shall  her  sails  be  furl’d, 
Until  to  us  the  world 
Is  left  behind. 
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A CITY  OF  BROTHERHOODS. 


i. 

In  the  silent  midnight  watches, 

In  the  solemn  hush  of  Night, 

When  the  soul  communes  with  Spirits 
From  the  upper- world  of  light; 
Then  it  was,  awake  or  dreaming, 

On  the  winds  a Spirit  came, 

Like  the  sound  of  many  waters, 

And  a voice  that  none  may  name. 


II. 

“ Mortal !”  cried  that  Spirit,  breathing 
Thrilling  whispers  to  the  ear; 
“Listen  to  the  words  of  wisdom, 
Look  around  thee,  see  and  hear.” 
Then  I heard  a tale  of  wonder- 
Then  I saw  a broad  domain, 
Where  the  congregated  thousands 
Built  a city  on  the  plain. 
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III. 

’Twas  a vast,  full  peopled  city, 

For  tlie  mightiest  of  the  earth; 

Daily  growing,  gathering  thousands, 
Whatsoe’er  their  name  or  birth. 

There  the  proud,  the  meek,  the  learned, 
Eich  and  poor,  and  bond  and  free, 
Young  and  old,  in  bonds  fraternal, 

Meet  in  perfect  unity. 


iv. 

Quiet  dwells  within  that  city; 

Strife  and  Mammon  enter  not; 
Calm  it  seem’d  as  holy  Sabbath, — 
Every  dome  a holy  spot. 

None  for  love  of  lucre  leave  it ; 

None  rebel  against  its  laws; 
Never  yield  they  to  the  Tempter, — 
For  the  Tempter  gives  no  cause! 


y. 

Streets  and  alleys,  intersecting, 

Laid  with  geometric  art, 

Witness’d  to  the  love  of  order, 

Both  of  head  and  chasten’d  heart. 
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Marble  mansions  shone  by  moonlight; 

Every  portal  bore  a name; 

But  no  sound  of  voice  or  footstep, 
Thence  from  street  or  mansion  came. 


VI. 

There  I stood,  amaz’d,  and  musing, 
Whether  sleeping  or  awake; 

When  to  me,  methought,  the  Spirit 
In  a gentler  accent  spalce ; 

Speaking  in  expressive  silence, 
Speaking  to  the  soul  in  might; 

“ Mortal ! lift  the  eye,  be  manful ; 

Out  of  darkness  cometh  light. 

VII. 

“See  an  Oasis  of  beauty 

Mid  a barren  world  of  strife! 

See  a city  free  from  folly, 

Anger,  ills,  and  jars  of  life! 

Not  a soul  disturbs  his  neighbor, 

All  the  evil  passions  fled: 

Mortal!  Why?  There  is  no  waking , 
’Tis  the  City  of  the  Dead!” 


AND  OTHER  POEMS, 


113 


I’M  GROWING  OLD. 

I’m  growing  old,  I’m  growing  old ; 

My  locks  are  turning  gray : 

It  must  be  that  I’m  growing  old, — 

Or  else  have  lost  my  way. 

And  yet  my  heart  beats  high  and  warm ; 

And  clear,  undimm’d,  the  sight; 

Hope  trustful  still  my  path  arrays 
As  with  celestial  light. 


I look  around,  and  all  is  fair, 

Of  nature,  to  the  eye; 

The  hills  and  valleys  are  the  same ; 
The  streams,  and  pale-blue  sky. 


All,  all,  as  in  my  early  days 
Is  beautiful  to  me; 

Yet  blanks  there  are,  that  naught  may  fill, 
Save  blessed  Memory. 
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Lov’d,  loving  ones  of  childhood,  youth  ; 

The  friends  of  manhood’s  prime; 

Ah,  where  are  they?  I see  them  not 
Upon  the  “track  of  time.” 

For  those  familiar  faces,  dear, 

The  cherish’d  ones  of  yore, 

Are  strangers,  standing  in  their  place, 
At  church  and  cottage  door. 

I ask  them  for  my  dear  old  friends; 

And  what  their  mortal  lot? 

They  wond’ring  gaze,  and  carelessly 
Keply,  “We  know  them  not.” 

They  know  them  not.  I turn  aside; 

Perchance  a tear  may  fall; 

For,  change , save  on  the  earth  and  sky, 
Is  written  upon  all. 

It  must  be  that  I’m  growing  old; 

’Tis  well  my  locks  are  gray; 

For,  gone  are  the  lov’d  of  olden-time, 

All  homeward, — pass’d  away! 
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GOD’S  ACRE. 

THE  OLD  CHURCH. 

See!  there  she  stands,  with  turrets  gray, 

The  church  of  my  young  childhood-day ; 
Where  chants  of  praise  in  lofty  strain 
The  true  heart  echoed  back  again ; 

Where  prayer  was  said  on  bended  knee, 

The  worship  of  humility; 

Where  full  responses  came,  and  then, 

In  truthful  confidence,  Amen. 

See!  there  she  stands,  that  house  of  God, 
Whose  aisles  have  generations  trod; 

And  at  her  holy  altar  giv’n 
Their  sacramental  pledge  to  heav’n. 

They  re  gone ; and  yet,  though  time  has  spread 
His  cold,  gray  mantle  o’er  the  dead, 

The  same  art  thou,  a moral  sage 
Imparting  in  thy  green  old  age. 
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The  ancient  elms  their  shadows  cast, 
To-daj,  as  in  the  shad’wy  past. 

The  gateway  to  the  glebe  the  same, 

And  tow’r,  and  dome,  and  spire,  and  vane, 
And  stiles  beside  the  wall,  where  sate 
The  old  and  young,  the  good  and  great 
In  councils  of  the  Church  and  State, 

And  held  discourse,  or  grave  or  gay, 

Their  recess  worship  of  the  day : 

And,  close  adjoin’d,  as  if  were  wed 
The  living,  breathing,  to  the  dead, 

God’s  acre  lies;  with  many  a stone 
To  tell  us  that  the  day  is  done. 

» 

Ah!  sad  to  me  that  all  should  seem 
Of  Nature  true,  and  all  a dream 
Of  living,  breathing  spirits,  gone 
Like  vapors  flitting  o’er  the  lawn. 

The  low  winds  whisper,  Where  are  they, 
The  matrons  of  my  childhood-day, 

And  man,  mature? 

The  vigrous  youth,  of  promise  high, 

And  maiden,  with  her  laughing  eye, 

The  gentle,  pure? 

The  trav’ller,  weary,  way-worn,  gray, 

The  worshipper  devout,  the  gay, 
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The  lowly,  and  the  proud?  Behold! 
They  rest  within  Grod’s  acre-fold. 

THE  GLEBE. 

I enter:  Flora’s  gifts  are  spread 
Upon  the  City  of  the  Dead. 

The  cowslip,  daisy,  daffodil, 

And  hare-bell,  limpid  dews  distil; 
Roses  and  eglantines  are  there, 

Their  fragrance  wafting  on  the  air; 
And  all  the  green-rob’d  glebe  array, 
As  ’twere  for  beauty’s  holiday. 

’Tis  well;  e’en  nature  seems  to  vie 
With  man,  in  loving  sympathy. 

But  lovelier  far  to  me  than  these, 
The  blue-eyed  pale  anemones; 

Meek  watchers  there, 

As  if  in  prayer, 

That,  with  an  unpretending  grace, 
Smile  on  the  sleeper’s  resting  place. 
To  fancy’s  eye  the  glebe  is  blent 
With  beauteous  stars  in  myriads  sent 
In  embryo,  from  the  firmament. 

Why,  pale  flow’r,  cried  I,  watch  here, 
Smiling  through  thy  dewy  tear? 
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Why  not  seek  the  lady’s  bower, 

O thou  modest  tiny  flow’r? 

Why  not  in  her  boudoir  rest, 
Pillow’d  on  a loving  breast? 

Ah,  sweet  flow’r,  why  watch  alone , 
Day  by  day,  and  night  live-long; 
Answ’ring  to  the  wind  s low  moan, 
List’ning  to  the  cricket’s  song, 

All  alone,  all  alone  ? 

Then,  methought,  the  flow’ret  cried, 
Meekly  lifting  up  its  eye, 

What  have  I to  do  with  pride; 
Thou,  what  with  humility? 

Then  that  low  anemone 
Sang,  or  seem’d  to  sing  to  me : 


SONG  OF  THE  ANEMONE. 

“ Mortal ! hearest  thou  a moan  ? 

Whence,  or  what,  I may  not  tell; 
Not  the  wind’s  low  sigh  alone, 

Not  the  echoes  of  farewell ! 

Hark ! the  cypress  seems  to  breathe ; 

Look!  the  willow  bows  its  head, 
And  the  waving  grass  beneath 
Seems  to  whisper  to  the  dead. 
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So  from  ev’ry  turf-grown  spot, 
Wheresoe’er  the  glebe  is  sown,” 
Answers  the  Forget-me-not, — 
“Naught  on  earth  remains  alone" 

“ Now,  the  wind’s  low  voice  is  heard, 
Harping  with  a Spirit’s  strain ; 
Now,  the  song  of  many  a bird, 

Now,  the  cloud-song,  and  the  rain; 
Matin-songs  of  orient  light, 

Vespers  of  the  jewell’d  night; 

Lands  of  earth,  and  sky,  and  sea, 
Nature’s  ceaseless  minstrelsy. 

In  the  midnight  watch  are  giv’n, 
Welling  from  the  milky- way, 
Anthems  from  the  vault  of  keav’n 
As  of  a Seraph’s  lay; 

Countless  strains  of  varied  tone, — 
Mortal ! I am  not  alone. 

“So  the  cricket’s  song  may  swell, 

Sad,  or  cheerful,  on  the  gale; 
Fitting  to  the  brief  farewell, 

Or  to  the  weeper’s  wail ; 

Chiming  with  the  requiem  bell, 
Blending  ■with  the  weeper’s  wail. 

^"eb  its  fitful,  piercing  song, 

Ceasing,  waits  the  passing  throng, 
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Passing  on  with  solemn  tread, 
Gath’ring  round  the  sleeper’s  bed: 
But,  when  earth  to  earth  the  veil 
Gently  spreads  o’er  sorrow’s  tale, 
And  upon  the  waves  of  air 
Floats  away  the  breath  of  prayer; 
Then  again  its  shrilly  fife 
Whistles  to  the  march  of  life: 
Mortal ! think  me  now  alone, 
Here,  beside  the  charnel-stone; 
All  alone,  all  alone ? 

“ Mortal ! know’st  thou  not,  I rest, 
Blossoming  on  Beauty’s  breast ; 
Calmly,  sweetly,  as  the  flow’r 
Cherish’d  in  the  lady’s  bower  ? 

On  the  bosom  of  the  bride  ? 

On  the  nurslings,  side  by  side? 

On  the  mothers  resting  here, 
Fathers,  brothers,  sisters,  kin, 
Coming  constant  as  the  year, 
Fire-side  households  gather’d  in? 


“ So,  the  Reaper’s  work  is  done, 
Sheaves  fast  binding,  one  by  one  I 
Here  lov’d  friends,  and  foemen,  meet, 
Searest  leaves,  and  spring-buds  sweet: 
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Youth  and  age,  like  wind-flow’rs  rest 
Cradled  on  their  mother’s  breast. 

“Ah,  how  like  a garden  fair, 

Planted,  planted,  everywhere! 

Some  in  households  clustering, 

As  beneath  an  angel’s  wing ; 

Some,  far  parted,  as  in  life, 

Fearful  yet,  e’en  here , of  strife ; 

Serried  ranks  with  space  between, 

Kich  and  poor,  the  brave  and  mean, 
Just  as  they  in  life  were  seen. 

Yet  here  dwells  peace;  hate,  envy,  strife, 
Base  imps,  have  fled  away  with  life : 

All  is  quiet,  all  repose, 

Human  life  and  human  woes. 


“ 0,  the  mighty  depths  of  thought 
Hither  to  Grod’s  acre  brought, 
Where  immortal  mem’ry  comes, 
Laden  from  a thousand  homes; 
Bearing  notes  of  sever’d  ties, 
Loves,  and  holiest  sympathies, 
With  sighs,  or  tears, 

Or  hopes,  or  fears; 

Burying  buds  of  promise  fair, 

Burying  sorrow,  grief,  and  care, 
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Beauty,  meekness,  folly,  pride. 

Strange  associates,  side  by  side; 

Burying  tales,  the  sad,  the  true, 

Strange  as  fiction  ever  knew; 

Burying  wrongs  without  a sigh, 

Burying  all  save  charity. 

Thus  the  glebe  is  broad-cast  strown; 

Mortal ! I am  not  alone, 

All  alone , all  alone!” 

There  while  I mus’d  with  list’ning  ear, 

This  strain  I heard,  or  seem’d  to  hear, 

In  mellow  tones,  sweet,  sad  to  me, 

The  Song  of  the  Anemone. 

And  yet,  metliinks,  ’twere  more  than  seeming; 
More  than  fancy, — more  than  dreaming. 
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THE  DIADEM. 


i. 

Rich  gems  and  jewels,  bright  and  fair, 
More  beauteous  than  the  Koh-i-noor; 

Of  softest  light,  that  everywhere 
Shine  with  a lustre  pure. 

Rich  pearls  and  gems, 

For  diadems, 

That  all  may  win,  and  all  alike  may  wear. 


II. 

Not  pearls  from  caves  of  ocean-deeps ; 

Not  fashion’s  gems  that  sparkling  glow'; 
Not  golden  sands  from  mountain-steeps, 

The  flow’ry  vales  below : 

However  rare, 

Or  bright  or  fair, 

These  jewels  pride  may  claim,  and  folly  show. 
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III. 

Speak  kindly  to  the  sorrowing  one, 

True  pearls  are  beaming  from  the  eye; 
Be  to  the  lowly  good  deeds  done, 

And  rubies  on  the  cheek  reply: 

More  radiant  they 
Than  diamond’s  ray, 

Or  evening’s  lustre  of  the  jewell’d  sky. 

IV. 

Kind  words,  kind  acts,  the  light  of  love, 
The  jewell’d  train  of  gentleness, 

Fall  as  the  dews,  distill’d  above, 

With  healing  on  the  wilderness: 

Fall  not  in  vain 
The  lovely  train ; 

But,  both  the  giver  and  receiver  bless. 


V. 

These  are  the  jewels,  bright  and  fair, 

More  lovely  than  the  choicest  gem, 

Of  softest  light,  known  everywhere 
As  a fadeless  diadem. 

Its  name  is  love, 

All  gems  above; 

A precious  crown,  that  all  may  win  and  wear. 
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WHAT  CARES  THE  WORLD. 

What  cares  the  world,  that  man  God’s  image  beareth? 

’Tis  the  rife  spirit  of  this  canting  age, 

“Each  for  himself:”  who  for  his  brother  careth? 
And  though  our  kin  may  perish,  saint  or  sage, 
What  cares  the  world  ? 


Ah,  brother ! hearest  thou  the  lone,  forsaken, 
Knock  with  their  wailing  at  the  human  ear? 
And  shall  the  dirge  no  sympathy  awaken, 

That  calleth  on  the  very  stones  to  hear? 

What  cares  the  world? 

They  caH  from  lanes  and  by-ways  asking  pity, 
For  love  of  charity  from  passers  by ; 

A voice  alike  from  hamlet,  town,  and  city, 

“We  are  Misfortune’s  children,  ask  not  why.” 
What  cares  the  world  ? 
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Ala,  brother,  ask  not  why.  The  brow  of  sorrow, — 
Smooth  it  down  gently;  and  the  broken  heart 
Bind  up  with  kindness;  for  perchance,  to-morrow 
It  may  be  thine  to  act  the  suff’rer’s  part. 

What  cares  the  world? 

What  though  their  voices  come  with  cursings  blended, 
Loud  from  rank  haunts  of  vice,  or  grim  despair? 
Or,  faint  from  famish’d  ones  in  worship  bended  ? 
The  brotherhood  is  ours;  the  curse,  the  prayer. 
What  cares  the  world? 

Act  out  thy  pity,  brother ! Gentle  graces, 

Smiles,  naked  sympathy,  feed  not  the  poor: 

’Twere  well,  methinks,  could  high  with  low  change 
places, 

And  knock  for  once  at  Mammon’s  iron  door. 

What  cares  the  world? 

But,  ah,  we  travel  on,  like  pilgrims  lonely, 
Way-worn  with  grief,  or  buffeted  with  ill; 

For,  ask  we  bread,  or  rest,  or  shelter  only 
For  sake  of  holy  brotherhood;  yet  still 
What  cares  the  world? 

What  cares  the  World?  It  wags  its  foul  tongue 
brazen  ; 

Makes  one  idea,  Self,  its  all  in  all; 
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Builds  statues  to  tlie  dead,  self-praise  to  blazon 
And  casts  on  living  worth  the  dead  man’s  pall ! 
What  cares  the  world  ? 

It  careth  not:  we  go,  and  are  forgotten: 

It  careth  not,  saving  for  wealth  or  fame, 

No  matter  how  impure  its  source,  or  rotten; 

It  hath  no  place  for  honor,  none  for  shame ; 

What  cares  the  world  ? 
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THE  MAP  OF  LIFE. 


TO  KATE. 

0,  would  one  had  a spirit-chart, 

Above  the  skill  of  human  art, 

With  tracings  faithful  of  the  heart, 

In  open  view; 

Which  should  a living  Map  impart, 

A witness  true. 

But  vain  the  thought : it  may  not  be ; 

Though  oft  ’twere  wisdom  high  to  see 

One’s  narrow  path,  or  vagrancy, 

In  hope,  or  fear : 

Perchance  the  Map  of  Life  to  thee 
Is  in  the  year. 

First,  Childhood,  Youth  appears,  like  Spring 

With  buds  and  flow’rs,  when  wild  woods  ring 

With  shouts  of  joy ; and  on  the  wing 
Birds  tune  their  lays ; 

That  heeds  not  aught  that  time  may  bring 
Of  stormy  days. 
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Next,  brief  though  bright,  come  Summer’s  glow, 

And  clouds  that  dark’ning  shadows  throw ; 

And  sisters  three,  Care,  Joy,  and  Woe 
In  might  are  there, 

i 

Which  life’s  high  noon  alone  may  know, 

Alone  may  bear! 

’Tis  gone : and  Autumn  winds  sweep  by, 

With  ragings  fierce,  or  plaintive  sigh; 

And  troops  of  wailing  spirits  fly 
In  hosts  on  hosts : 

The  van-guard  they,  with  trumpet-cry 
Of  Winter’s  ghosts. 

And,  at  the  last,  Old  Winter  plays 

On  his  bass  drum  to  waning  days; 

And  clad  in  ice  his  flight  essays 
On  frosted  wings : 

Ah,  is  it  Spring  alone  her  lays 
Melodious  sings? 

Joy ! there  is  Beauty  everywhere ; 

In  the  green  Spring,  in  Summer’s  glare, 

In  Autumn’s  winds  and  forests  bare, 

The  ripen’d  Year: 

And  Winter’s  self,  ah,  who  could  spare 
Without  a tear? 
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ODE  TO  TIME. 


“ With  Thee,  O Lord,  is  the  fountain  of  life.  In  Thy  light  shall 
we  see  light.”  Psalm  xxx.  6. 

I heard  a Sexagenarian  say, 

What  though  the  straggling  locks  of  gray 
Are  on  my  brow,  and  furrows  grown 
Where  manly  beauty  once  had  shone ; 

’Tis  not  the  vale  of  life  I see, 

With  shadows  dim  that  flit  abroad; 

But  ’tis  a mountain’s  height  to  me, 

An  eminence  more  near  to  God. 

What,  then,  though  many  a year  is  gone, 

Old  Father  Time  ? Speed  on  ; speed  on  I 

Come  as  thou  wilt,  old  Father  Time, 

With  requiem  bell,  or  merriest  chime ; 

Come  as  thou  wilt,  in  grief  or  glee, 

Or  frowns, — it  matters  not  to  me. 

Thine  hour-glass  turn  again,  old  friend, 

Till  sands  run  freely  to  the  end ; 
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Anri  I will  gently  speak  to  th.ee, 

Though  thou  hast  spoken  oft  to  me 
Most  roughly,  Father  Time. 

Old  Time ! we’ve  travell’d  long  together, 
Whate’er  the  change  of  tide  or  weather ; 
And  we  have  striv’n  for  many  a day, 
And  oft  out-fallen  by  the  way, 

Till  thou  art  bald,  and  I am  gray. 

’Tis  said,  thou  art  a treach’rous  thing, 
With  death  beneath  a gilded  wing, 
Whose  promises  of  blessings  here 
Thou  keepest  only  to  the  ear ; 

That  all  thy  gifts  and  all  thy  fame, 

Like  thee,  are  lovely  but  in  name. 

Ah,  dear  old  Time ! so  sland’rers  vent 
Their  malice  on  the  innocent ; 

And,  with  their  poison’d  arrows,  strike 
The  worthy  and  the  vile  alike ; 

But  most  the  good.  Were  they  to  thee 
As  true  as  thou  in  constancy 
To  them  hast  been ; perchance  in  praise 
Might  they  their  croaking  voices  raise, 
Most  dear  old  Father  Time. 

And  yet  in  mem’ry’s  palace-hall 
I see  thee  painted  on  the  wall 
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A shadowy  thing ; 

An  unsubstantial  form,  in  flight, 

With  but  a dim,  pale,  taper  light 
On  either  wing. 

What  though  I wooed  thy  smile  in  youth, 
And  fondly  deem’d  thy  name  the  truth  ? 
And  trusted,  with  a lover’s  trust 
Ere  disappointment  brings  disgust? 

And  lean’d  on  thee  as  infants  rest, 
Confiding,  on  a mother’s  breast. 

How  can  the  heart  but  turn  from  thee, 
And  loathe  and  hate  thy  perfidy? 

For  thy  bright  promises  are  cast 
Upon  the  Ocean  of  the  Past; 

And  thou  hast  ashes  giv’n  for  joy; 

For  golden  hopes,  a base  alloy ; 

And  many  a bowl  of  nectar  fraught 
With  dregs  of  bitter  woeful  thought. 

For  these  I love  thee  not ; but  still 
Go  on,  thy  destiny  fulfil ; 

For  I am  taught  each  hour  may  shine 
With  glorious  light,  yet  not  of  thine ; 

But  with  supernal  beams  from  heav’n 
By  thine  Eternal  Master  giv’n, 

True  light,  old  Father  Time. 

And  though  thou  oft  hast  swept  in  wrath 
With  length’ning  shades  athwart  my  path, 
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And  with  thy  blighting  breath, 

Like  mildew,  scatter’d  death, 

And  many  a friend  and  kin  remov’d, 

The  gentle,  loving,  and  belov’d ; 

Yet  will  I bless  thee  still ; for  thou 
Dost  visit  like  an  angel  now, 

And  tell’st  my  soul  in  visions  bright, 

“ At  even- tide  it  shall  be  light.” 

And  thus  art  thou,  old  Father  Time, 

A teacher  of  a truth  sublime, 

I know  that  thou  hast  taken  hence 
My  jewels  without  recompense 
Of  aught  that  thou  canst  give ; I know 
Thy  car  is  freighted  still  with  woe ; 

That  thou  wilt  still,  remorseless,  cull 
Fresh  flow’rs  to  deck  thy  Carnival. 

Thus  fearfully, 

And  tearfully, 

In  vales  where  bitter  waters  flow, 

Where  cypress-trees  and  willows  grow, 

I’ve  known  thee,  Father  Time. 

To  win  thy  shining  hours, 

I’ve  courted  thee,  thou  changeful  thing, 
And  pluck’d  dark  feathers  from  thy  wing, 
And  vainly  call’d  them  flow’rs. 

And  yet,  the  lessons,  wisdom-fraught, 
Which  thou  upon  thy  wings  hast  brought, 
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Are  richer  far  than  all  the  gold, 

Or  gems,  that  avarice  e’er  told. 

And  now  I wait,  old  Time,  for  thee, 

Till  thou  shalt  be  no  more  to  me. 

And  though  thou  waitest  not,  yet  spread 
Thy  mantle  gently  o’er  my  head ; 

And  ask  thou  not  for  sacrifice, 

(Though  thou  wouldst  waft  them  to  the  skies,) 
These  few  who  yet  remain  to  me, 

Like  gleanings  of  the  olive-tree ; 

They  are  but  few,  more  precious  grown, 

More  precious,  as  almost  alone ! 

Oh,  then,  forbear, 

The  remnant  spare ; 

And  gently  let  thy  voice  be  heard, 

And  gently  speak  thy  parting  word, 

Most  gently,  Father  Tune. 

But,  as  thou  wilt,  old  Father  Time ; 

With  requiem-bell,  or  pealing  chime ; 

Come  as  thou  wilt,  in  grief,  or  glee, 

Or  frowns,  it  matters  not  to  me ; 

For  I have  heard  a Spirit-voice 
That  bids  my  very  soul  rejoice, 

Supremely,  Father  Time: 
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“At  even-tide  there  shall  be  light. 
That  fades  in  mellowness  away, 
Until  the  glorious  Morning  bright, 
That  ushers  in  Eternal  Day." 
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DREAM-LAND. 


i. 

’Twas  on  a sultry  summer-night, 

When  vagrant  thoughts,  like  wand’rers  roam, 
That  fancy  took  her  airy  flight, — 

Yet  deem’d  herself  at  home; 

And  Dream-land  opened  wide  her  gate, 

And  bade  Ambition  enter  there, 

And  revel  in  her  halls  of  state, 

Her  castle  in  the  air. 


ii. 

And,  first,  I saw  a little  Child, 

With  fruits  and  flow’rs,  and  many  a toy, 
Spread  out  in  sad  confusion  wild 
To  pacify  the  boy. 

He  grasp’d,  and  tried  them  all  to  hold, 
Like  misers  when  they  worship  pelf; 
Then  wept,  as  at  the  loss  of  gold 
The  miser  weeps  himself. 
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hi. 

And  then  I saw  a butterfly, 

With  beauteous  gold  and  azure  wing; 
Now  flitting  low,  now  soaring  high, 

A Psyche  dallying, 

And  many  a youth  pursued  the  prize, 
And  strove  the  airy  thing  to  take : 
’Tis  caught,  and  its  chaste  beauty  dies, 
For  pride  > or  folly’s  sake. 


IY. 

Its  feathery  robe  of  pearly  dust, 

By  nature  wrought  with  magic  wand, 
Soil’d,  faded,  and  defac’d,  was  crush’d, 
And  perish’d  in  the  hand. 

Alas,  alas!  the  loveliest  things  . 

Of  all  the  earth  so  fade  or  die, 

Like  the  frail  pearls  upon  the  wings 
Of  captive  butterfly ! 


Y. 

Next,  in  his  strength,  full  Manhood  came, 
In  hot  pursuit  of  fancied  joy; 

He  strove  for  wealth,  he  sought  for  fame, 
As  sought  the  child  a toy. 
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And  oft  with  him  the  choicest  flow’r 
Of  moral  worth  and  beauty  fade; 
They  die, — for  demons  may  devour 
The  best  gifts  God  hath  made. 


VI. 

Last,  with  Ambition’s  flashing  eye, 

I rode  on  clouds  of  gorgeous  hues; 

Lean’d  on  the  Iris  of  the  sky, 

And  sipp’d  ambrosial  dews. 

And  there  I saw  a golden  car, 

With  gems  inwrought,  and  deem’d  it  mine, 
Suspended  from  the  utmost  star, 

The  Pendulum  of  Time. 


VII. 

And  as  from  pole  to  pole  it  swept, 

In  bold  survey  of  all  below, 
Methought,  that  while  the  dullards  slept, 
One  voyage  I would  go : 

And  while  that  pendulum  shall  sweep 
High  over  continents  and  seas, 

The  car  shall  by  my  guidance  keep 
Such  motion  as  I please. 
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vm. 

And  I will  make  the  needle  dip, 

In  curves  eccentric,  East  and  "West, 
And  buoyant  sail,  like  staunchest  ship 
On  Ocean’s  foamy  crest. 

I’ll  launch  my  car  for  Orion; 

And  the  lost  Pleiades  restore; 

I’ll  tread  the  milky-way  alone , 

Where  man  ne’er  trod  before. 


IX. 

Sweep  on,  sweep  on,  and  I will  try 
A circuit  through  the  realms  of  space ; 
And  learn  how  hangs  the  world,  and  why, 
Over  “the  empty  place?” 

So  will  I scan  all  secret  things, 

All  knowledge  hoard,  all  rivals  shame ; 
I’ll  ride  upon  Ambition’s  wings, 

And  make  myself  a name. 


x. 

Now,  on  the  golden  car  I leap, — 

The  car  my  fancied  greatness  bore; 
A crash  ! and  I awoke  from  sleep 
By  tumbling  on  the  floor! 
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“Aba,”  cried  I,  “all  overboard!” 

So  falleth  oft  Ambition  bigb: 

’Tis  well,  that  vaulting  Pride  be  floor’d, 
Or  in  tbe  gutter  lie. 
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OLD  RUSTY,  AND  THE  ROBIN. 

The  Robin  had  builded  her  nest,  and  her  young, 
With  a chirp,  “Give  ns  bread,”  seem’d  to  say; 
The  loving  sweet  bird  her  soft  lullaby  sung, 

And  she  hastily  then  flew  away. 

Old  Rusty  look’d  out  from  his  rusty  key-hole ; 

For  a lover  of  Nature  was  he, 

And  he  watch’d  his  ripe  cherries  far  more  than  his 
soul, 

As  he  saw  Robin  perch’d  on  the  tree. 

“Away!  for  the  world  is  too  narrow,”  he  cries, 
“And  its  Maker  has  made  a mistake; 

There  should  have  been  room  made  aloft  in  the  skies, 
Where  the  birds  their  own  garden  might  make. 

“ Begone ! I say,  Red-breast ; what  right  have  you 
there  ? 

What  right  in  my  fields,  at  your  will? 

Your  wings  were  made  for  you  to  live  in  the  air, 
Or,  if  you  come  down,  to  keep  still. 
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“Whew!  pirate,  begone!”  cried  old  Rusty;  “away! 

And  my  luscious  ripe  cherries  touch  not; 

For  as  true  as  my  name  is  old  Rusty,  I say 
That  the  fruit-eating  bird  shall  be  shot." 

But,  birdy,  poor  innocent  thing,  did  not  know 
Old  Rusty,  else  she  would  have  fled; 

But  she  look’d  toward  the  tempting  rich  cherries 
below, — 

’Twas  a sin,  and  poor  Robin  is  dead. 

Old  Rusty,  humanely,  thus  proved  to  a T, 

With  a blunderbuss  argument  strong, 

That  when  Toby  said, — “ Both  for  thee,  and  for  me, 
The  world’s  wide  enough,”  he  was  wrong. 
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THE  LAST  REQUEST. 

It  is  my  last  request,  my  last ; 

If  it  be  weakness,  pardon  me ; 
But  grant  to  me  as  my  last  request , 
To  carry  the  mortal  form  to  rest, 
Beneath  the  sunset  tree. 


And  there,  beneath  the  tree  I love, 
When  sober  twilight’s  veil  is  drawn, 
And  the  bright  glorious  sun  is  set, 

Be  on  my  brow,  for  a coronet, 

One  tear,  when  I am  gone. 


But,  at  my  grave,  be  no  vain  show ; 

Seclude  me  from  the  world’s  rude  gaze; 
’Mid  pomp,  and  pride,  0,  bury  me  not, 
But  in  that  lone,  sequester’d  spot, 

Where  wild  birds  tune  their  lays. 
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And  there, — it  is  enough  for  me, 

Be  giv  n a tear,  but  naught  of  praise : 
No  monument  I ask  of  thee, 

Save  that  which  hallow’d  Memory 
And  one  warm  tear  may  raise. 

Thus  may  I die,  as  I would  live, 

In  mem’ries  sweet  of  friendship  true ; 
And  be  to  those  whom  I love,  when  gone, 
A light  that  still,  like  the  Sun,  shines  on, 
Though  hidden  from  our  view. 
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CONSTANCY. 


I love  the  early  dawn  of  day, 

When  all  the  orient  glows  with  light ; 
I love  the  sober  twilight  gray, 

That  ushers  in  the  starry  night; 

But,  lovelier  far  than  these  to  me, 

The  mellow  light  of  Constancy. 

-Aye,  and  I love  the  virgin  Spring, 

And  the  rich  landscape,  beautiful ; 

The  green-wood  songsters  on  the  wing, 
And  waving  fields  with  fruitage  full  ; 
But  more  than  all  this  lovely  scene, 

Pure  friendship’s  fadeless  Ever-green. 
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MAY-DAY. 

Month  of  loves,  enchanting  May, 
Daughter  thou  of  Winter  hoary : 

Nature’s  joyous  bridal-day, 

Breathing  fragrance,  beaming  glory 

Hearken ! from  the  wood-lands  swell 
Anthems,  gentlest  echoes  waking ; 

Songsters  from  the  hill  and  dell 
Tell  us,  that  the  day  is  breaking. 

Now  the  Sun  ascends  his  car, 

Now  the  Orient  is  glowing, 

Glancing  golden  smiles  afar, — 

Honors  of  the  gods  bestowing. 

Nymphs,  bring  May-day’s  garlands  here ; 
Roses  twine,  and  lilies,  on  it ; 

Hail  the  Fairy  of  the  year, 

Rob’d  in  green  with  azure  bonnet. 


AND  OTHER  POEMS. 


147 


See ! she  comes  with  vesture  bright ; 

Kisses  flow’ry  fields,  and  waters ; 
Bathes  them  in  a sea  of  light, 

Lovely  less  than  Eve’s  fair  daughters. 

Hail,  0 Nymphs,  the  fairy  Queen 
Coming  on  her  zephyr  pinions ; 

Hail  her  in  her  gorgeous  sheen, 

Eleeing  the  Frost  King’s  dominions. 

Hail  her ! she  a message  bears : 

“ Patient,  persevering  duty, 

Though  beset  with  storms  and  cares, 
Joyous  yet  may  bloom  in  beauty.” 
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THE  POET’S  DREAM. 

I dreamed  a dream ; and  yet  not  all  a dream : 
Behold,  the  Dreamer  cometh,  cried  the  "World; 
And,  for  the  practical,  substantial  life, 

Seeks  the  Ideal : profitless  to  us. 

What,  though  he  paint  elysian  fields,  and  sing 
Of  glories  and  of  beauties  of  the  skies ; 

And  picture,  as  with  blended  harmonies, 

The  varied  fields  of  thought , and  make  them  bloom, 
And  fruitage  bear  of  high  celestial  growth? 

Pray,  what  the  practical  'per  cent,  they  pay 
To  toil,  and  gain  ? See  him,  the  “ dreamer,”  muse, 
With  eye  of  fire  uplift  in  awe  to  heav’n, 

In  converse  with  the  gods ! 

Now,  changed  the  dream: 

And  then  I saw,  amid  the  quire 

That  tune  their  harps  in  upper  skies, 

A Spirit  with  a golden  lyre 
Discoursing  harmonies. 
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Descend,  descend,  I cried,  and  dwell 
Brief  space,  0,  Queen  of  Song  with  me ; 
0,  teach,  celestial  Philomel, 

On  earth  thy  poesy. 

u Come  up,”  she  cried,  “ and  analyze 
The  ether  of  the  upper  skies. 

Come,  hither  come,  and  wing  thy  flight, 
With  love,  and  truth’s  pure  armor,  bright, 
And  traverse  Nature’s  fields  of  light; 

For  here  the  Poet’s  web  is  wrought 
For  clothing  beauteous  of  thought — 

And  pure  imagination,  chaste, 

Adorns  with  life  a barren  waste. 

Creations  vast,  sublime,  and  fair, 

That  people  ocean,  earth  and  air, 

Have  here  their  birth ; and,  joyous,  hence 
Coes  inspiration  forth,  in  pow’r, 

As  sunlight’s  healing  beams  dispense 
A fragrance  to  the  flow’r. 

“And  not  a single  orb  of  light 

That  courses  through  the  realms  of  space, 
But  chants  a poem  in  its  flight 
As  from  an  altar-place. 

And,  as  the  ages  pass  away, 

And  dimly  in  the  distance  roll, 
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Responds  a universal  lay 
Of  music  to  the  soul. 

“ Thus  the  true  Poet  breathes  the  song 
First  chanted  by  the  orbs  of  light; 

And  thus  their  messages  prolong 
As  from  the  Infinite. 

‘ For  messages  of  Truth  and  Love, 

1 With  thoughts  that  breathe  and  words  that  burn’ 
Go  hence  as  from  the  ark,  the  dove; 

And  like  the  dove  return.” 

Now  changed  again  the  spirit  of  my  dream, 
Revealing  wastes  of  barrenness ; where  grew 
No  verdure  for  the  eye,  no  plant,  no  tree ; 

Nor  for  the  inner-sense  a healing  balm. 

And  then,  methought,  I wept;  and  then  the  eye 
Uplifted  to  the  firmament,  I cried, 

O,  ye  immortals ! how  may  one  ascend, 

In  mortal  guise,  the  empyrean  heights, 

A dweller  there  ? — “ Remain,”  a voice  replied 
“ Open  the  soul,  and  we  will  come  to  thee .” 

“ The  priests  and  priestesses  are  we, 

To  offer  incense  of  the  heart ; 

We  cull  the  gems  of  Poesy, 

We  cherish  Nature, — Art. 
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“For  tliee  we  people  realms  of  space, 
Elysian  fields,  and  fairy -land ; 

For  thee  the  lines  of  Beauty  trace, 

As  with  a magic  wand. 

“ And  we  distil,  from  common  air, 
Ambrosia,  grateful  as  the  rose ; 

And  barren  wastes  as  cities  fair 
To  fancy’s  eye  disclose. 

“ Thus  the  communings  of  the  Soul 
Are  one  with  the  true  Poet’s  lays ; 

The  voice  of  God,  from  pole  to  pole, — 
And  echo  to  His  praise.” 

A change  came  o’er  my  dream  again ; 
And  dreamer!  dreamer!  cried  the  World, 
Embellish  life  with  luxuries  bought 
With  gold,  and  not  by  golden  thought. 
With  pictures  of  the  Mind,' — away ! 

And  give  per  centage  that  will  pay! 

It  was  its  crafty  pelf  that  spoke, 

Its  Dollar-gods  ; and  I awoke. 
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ODE  TO  FANCY. 

Fancy,  joyous,  bright,  and  fair, 
Speeding  on  thy  jewell’d  car; 
Breathing  dream-land  balmy  air, 
Soaring,  flitting,  star  to  star ; 
Come,  descend  to  earth  again, 
Bob’d  as  Queen  in  festive  dress, 
Bind  thy  magic  golden  chain 
Round  the  brow  of  Weariness. 

Come  not  thou,  with  gorgons  dire 
Come  not  thou,  with  silly  pride 
Come  not  with  unholy  fire, 

Mad  ambition  deified. 

Be  the  sisterhood  of  hate 
Banished  from  thy  temple- gate. 
Bring  not,  Fairy  Queen,  to  us 
Aught  from  wastes  of  Erebus; 
Beauteous  goddess,  be  they  all 
Banish’d  from  thy  festive  hall. 
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But  from  out  the  sunny  skies 
Bring,  with  thrilling  symphonies, 
Forms  of  beauty, — chanting  forth 
Harmonies  of  heav’n  and  earth. 
Bring  the  graces  fair, 

The  blithe,  the  debonair, 

Bearing  mellow  rainbow  hues, 
Bearing  sparkling  crystal  dews ; 
Bearing  on  each  zephyr  wing 
Perfumes  of  the  blushing  Spring. 
Come  with  joy  and  gladness; 
Come  with  chasten’d  sadness ; 
Come  with  glorious  retinue, 

Such  as  Prosers  never  knew ; 
Prosers,  whose  dull  mental  eyes, — 
Earthward  only  prone, — arise 
Never  to  the  peopled  skies : 

But,  whose  nude  conceptions  stand 
Wedded  to  the  stable  land. 

Come,  descend  to  earth  again, 
Eob’d  a Queen  in  festive  dress ; 
Bind  thy  magic  golden  chain 
Eound  the  brow  of  weariness ! 

Fancy,  come,  with  treasures  vast, 
Present,  future,  and  the  past; 
Come!  the  present  hour,  “to-day” 

With  thine  imag’ry  array ; 
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Come  thou,  with  thy  Crown  of  Stars, 
Venus,  Jupiter  and  Mars; 

Come  with  all  thy  robe  inwrought, 

Full,  with  sparkling  gems  of  thought. 

Come,  0 come,  celestial  Queen, 

Bringing  wreaths  of  evergreen ; 

Deck’d  with  flow’rs  that  only  grow 
Where  the  living  waters  flow ; 

Flow’rs  that  thine  own  empire  yields, 

Crown  upon  celestial  fields ; 

Fields  by  vulgar  minds  untrod, 

Known  to  thee  alone  and  Cod. 

Come  in  the  winds  or  waves ; or  fly 
From  thine  own  palace  in  the  sky, 

On  goss’mer  wing ; 

Come  in  thy  queenly  pow’r,  as  came 
Minerva  from  the  Thund’rer’s  brain, 

And  Wisdom  bring. 

Come,  in  thy  chaste  and  gentle  mien, 

With  eye  of  fire  and  brow  serene ; 

Then  on  thy  swift  wing’d  steed,  the  Wind, 
Go  forth,  and  sweep 
The  upper  deep, 

And  traverse  the  broad  realm  of  Mind. 
Come,  for  I am  weary  grown, 

Come,  for  I am  quite  alone ; 
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Come,  and  we  will  soar  away, 
Upward,  to  tlie  light  of  day. 
Come,  with  glorious  retinue, 

Such  as  Prosers  never  knew ; 

Thus,  Fancy,  come  in  festive  dress, 
And  soothe  the  brow  of  Weariness. 
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CHILDHOOD. 

FOR  JANE,  1 832. 

Proud  the  heart,  unmov’d  by  kindness; 

Cold,  that  no  affection  warms; 

Dull  as  matter,  dark  as  blindness, 

They  unwarm’d  by  childhood  charms. 
Come,  then,  Childhood!  bring  thy  Graces, 
Come,  with  buoyant  festive  train; 

Come ! with  frosty  Age  change  places ; 
Soothe  the  brow  of  care  and  pain. 

Mem’ry’s  garlands  twine,  revealing 
By-gone  days  to  mental  view; 

Come,  like  loveliest  sunbeams  stealing 
Through  the  mist,  and  bless  anew. 

Ah,  I love  to  sip  hope’s  fountains, 

Fresh  as  life  in  Spring-tide  glows; 
Gushing  forth,  as  from  the  mountains 
Fertilizing  water  flows. 
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Come!  I love  to  trace  Youth’s  rambles, 
Ardent,  frolicsome,  and  gay ; 

Dwell  on  Innocency’s  gambols, 

Childhood’s  vernal,  balmy  May ; 

Eange  the  sparkling  rill-side  joyous, 

Dree  as  songsters  of  the  grove; 

Dream  as  when  could  naught  annoy  us, 
Save  the  frowns  of  them  we  love. 

Picture  the  old  homestead,  lonely, — 

Lonely  now, — once  bright  and  fair, 

Where  the  ancient  elm-trees,  only, 

Still  survive  in  greenness  there. 

Where  the  rev’rend  heads  are  lying, 

Side  by  side,  beneath  the  shade ; 

And  the  winds  alone  are  sighing 
Where  our  household  kin  are  laid. 

Come,  then,  come  with  thy  young  greeting, 
Though  with  thee  sad  shadows  come; 

Beauteous  be  as  then,  though  fleeting, 

Tell  of  Childhood’s  “ hearth  and  home.” 

Come,  0,  Mem’ry!  fresh  though  hoary, 
Eetrospection’s  glowing  page, 

Sing,  0,  sing  thy  psalm  of  glory, 

Childhood  to  the  year  of  Age. 
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KIND  WORDS. 

Gently  as  the  dews  of  heaven, 
Gently  as  refreshing  rain, 

Fall  with  healing  on  the  herbage 
Over  hill  and  plain ; 

So  fall  gentle  words  of  kindness, 
So  the  drooping  spirit  bless, 
Clothing  with  a moral  beauty 
Its  dark  wilderness. 


Brother ! would’st  thou  heal  a sorrow, 
Would’st  thou  win  the  erring  one? 
Be  thy  words  “the  law  of  kindness;” 
Speak,  and  it  is  done. 

Ah,  be  gentle  to  the  lonely, 

Trustful,  mild,  to  them  who  sin; 
Bear  they  not  like  thee  God’s  image? 
Love  their  souls  may  win. 
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Love!  It  is  the  code  eternal, 
Written,  publish’d  everywhere ; 
Look  within  thee ; art  thou  human  ? 

Thou  shalt  find  it  there. 

Speak  for  Cod ! the  Will  is  broken ; 

Speak;  the  contrite  waters  flow; 
Speak  and  trust,  like  him  at  Horeb 
Centuries  ago. 


Nobly  foster  humble  Merit ; 

What,  though  poor  and  rude  it  be  ? 
Many  a gem  may  in  the  quarry 
Perish  but  for  thee. 

Bid  the  meek  one,  though  down-trodden, 
Lift  with  confidence  the  eye; 

Tell  him,  high  and  low  are  equal 
In  the  upper  sky. 


Lovelier  than  the  chastest  music, 
Sweeter  than  the  song  of  birds, 
Soothing  as  a song  of  seraphs 
Kind  and  gentle  words! 

Lo!  they’re  messages  from  heaven, 
Bearing  sunshine  to  the  soul; 
And,  like  the  Bethesda  waters, 
Angel-mov’d,  make  whole. 


THE  HEROINE  OF  SCUTARI, 

Brother!  would’st  thou  cheer  the  weary, 
Save  the  erring,  raise  the  weak? 
Bouse  to  self-respect  the  fallen? 

Words  of  kindness  speak 
For,  as  the  rich  dews  and  showers, 

Fall  with  healing  o’er  the  land; 

So  fall  they,  like  benedictions 
From  our  Father’s  hand. 
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WOMAN  AND  LADY. 

In  my  young  days,  unknown  to  fame, 
When  common-sense  was  common, 

Our  mothers  gloried  in  the  name 
First  given  to  Eve, — of  “Woman.” 

But  now  the  world  refined  has  grown ; 
There’s  not  a “Woman”  on  the  earth  ; 

They’re  Ladies  all, — black,  tawny,  roan, — 
Fine  ladies,  from  their  birth. 

NTo  “ woman”  lives ; but  lady-hood 

Is  seen  in  thorough-fares,  and  by-ways ; 

In  Bridewells,  or  a motley  brood 
Of  vagrants  in  the  highways. 

0,  for  those  pure  and  simple  days, 

When  common-sense  was  common ! 

And  Mothers  deemed  it  highest  praise, 

To  bear  the  name  of  Woman. 
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LITTLE  THINGS. 

They’re  “ little  things,”  the  grains  of  sand ; 
They’re  “ little  things,”  the  drops  of  rain  ; 

Yet  made  of  these  are  sea  and  land, 

The  Mountains  and  the  Main. 

And  “ little  things”  are  all  of  earth, 

If  aught  be  so  that  God  hath  giv’n; 

Save  that  undying  moral  worth 
That  lifts  the  soul  to  heav’n. 

So,  “ little  things,”  or  dark  or  bright, 

The  fabric  of  our  life  may  be ; 

As  sands  compose  the  mountain-height, 

Or  rain-drops  fill  the  sea. 

For,  just  as  Time  unfalt’ring  flies, 

With  fruits,  or  mildews,  on  his  wings; 

Man  makes  or  mars  his  paradise, 

On  earth,  with  “ little  things.” 
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HOME  MEMORIES. 

“Let  me  not  die  among  strangers.  Carry  me  back  to  the 
scenes  of  my  childhood,  and  among  my  kindred.  I would  look 
once  more,  from  that  spot,  upon  the  sun,  and  the  moon,  and  the 
stars,  and  the  dear  familiar  objects  of  my  early  affections.  There 
let  me  die”  Such  was  the  language  of  one  most  dear  to  me. 


0,  carry  me  back,  where  the  memory  strays 
O’er  the  hallow’d  scenes  of  my  early  days ; 

There  let  me  breathe  my  latest  sigh. 

0,  carry  me  back ; let  my  dim  eyes 
Once  more  look  ont  on  my  native  skies ; 

0,  carry  me  back  to  die. 


Not  a sun  so  bright,  not  a moon  so  fair, 

Not  a breath  so  sweet  of  the  balmy  air, 

As  in  my  own  dear  native  place ; 

Ev’n  now,  the  shade  of  the  old  “ home  tree,” 
And  dear  and  familiar  faces  I see, 

That  memory  loves  to  trace. 
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Thou  sacred  old  home ! my  blest  early  home  I 
0,  how  do  thy  thousand  memories  come 
Transcendant  in  their  loveliness ; 

And  the  very  hills  my  childhood  trod 

Seem  altars,  consecrate  all  to  God, 

Fanes  ’mid  life’s  wilderness. 

• 

Time,  Time  ! what  thy  syren  song  to  me, 

But  a whisper  deep,  as  in  mockery? 

0,  give  me  back  my  native  air : 

Give  me  my  childhood’s  lov’d  native  sky, 

Anear  the  old  casement  let  me  lie, 

And  make  my  last  sleep  there. 

E’en  now,  methinks,  I can  hear  the  rain, 

With  patterings  fall  on  the  window  pane, 

As  when  a child,  in  low  sad  wail, 

Like  Autumn’s  dirge,  in  solemn  tone, 

That  tells  us  the  Summer-birds  are  flown, 

And  leafless,  hill  and  vale. 

• 

O,  carry  me  back  to  the  scenes  allied 
To  all  that  the  heart  may  hold  sanctified ; 

To  the  sweet  home  loves,  a countless  throng; 
Then,  when  the  Day-star  sinks  to  his  rest, 

’Mid  the  sapphire  glories  of  the  west, 

Then  be  life’s  “Even-song.” 
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TO  MY  WIFE. 

ON  HEK  BIRTH-DAY,  1854. 

As  fleetly  as  the  carrier-dove 
Speeds  home  on  pinions  free, 

So  come  old  by-gone  days  of  love, 

On  memory’s  wings  to  me. 

They  flit  o’er  half  a hundred  years 
As  ’twere  a yesterday ; 

And  on  their  wings  flee  doubts  and  fears, 
Like  morning-mists,  away. 

Though  on  that  path  of  years  I view 
Bright  way-marks,  many  a one ; 

Yet,  could  we  now  the  past  renew 
’Twere  wise  it  were  not  done. 

Enough  the  present  day  to  live, 

Skies  bright  or  overcast ; 

For  God  will  His  own  blessing  give 
The  Future  as  the  Past. 
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THE  VOICE  AFAR. 

TO  THE  HON.  MRS.  R.,  ON  THE  DEATH  OP  A LOVELY  CHILD. 

I saw  an  Infant  pass  away ; 

And,  as  the  spirit  wing’d  its  flight, 

A seraph  smile  its  mortal  clay 
Seem’d  hallowing  with  celestial  light. 

And  then,  methought,  I heard  a voice 
More  sweet  than  music  of  the  spheres: 

“ Weep  not  the  darling ; but,  rejoice 

Though  fall  the  warm  and  trembling  tears. 

“Weep  not:  lift  up  the  trustful  eye; 

A balm  shall  soothe  the  throbbing  breast; 
For,  in  his  ‘holy  place’  on  high, 

‘ God  giveth  His  beloved  rest.’ 

“Jesus  hath  call’d  the  sinless  one; 

And  though  brief  space  thou  here  remain, 
Trust  on ; when  harvest-home  is  done, 

That  Angel  shalt  thou  meet  again. 
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THE  “WEE”  STRANGER. 

BIRTH  OF  MARY  C.  8.,  DEC.  21,  1844. 

Aha!  thou  stranger-guest!  “wee”  thing, 

New  fledg’d  with  Winter’s  frosted,  wing ; 

Speak  out.  What  tidings  dost  thou  bring 
From  upper  sphere? 

Pray  raise  thy  voice,  an’  pipe,  or  sing 
Thy  mission  here. 

Methinks,  didst  thou  but  ken  as  well 

As  elder  sisterhoods  can  tell, 

The  “blaws  an’  blights”  that  wi’  us  dwell 
Abidingly ; 

Thou’dst  plume  thy  wings  again,  or  swell 
Thy  sails,  an’  flee. 

Wee,  helpless  thing!  why  tremblest  thou 

Like  leaflets  on  the  aspen-bough  ? 

Why  shrinkest  like  Mimosa,  now 
In  pillow’d  arms? 

And  why,  upon  thy  polish’d  brow 
Unknown  alarms? 
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Art  thou  with  intuition  fraught? 

Know’st  thou  the  troubl’d  founts  of  thought, 
As  they  by  sad  experience  taught, 

Thine  elders,  know? 

Or  how  life’s  tangled  web  is  wrought, 

By  all  below? 


A’weel,  a’weell  as  thou  art  here, 

An  knowest  neither  hope  nor  fear, 

Nor  whether  nude,  or  trick’d  wi’  gear, 
Wi’  gew-gaws  wrought; 

A e hail  thee,  blessing  o’  the  year, 

With  love  unbought. 

An’  we  will  love  thee,  poor  wee  chiel, 
Wi’  all  the  love  warm  hearts  may  feel; 
An’  foster  thee  through  “woe  and  weal,” 
An’  bless  thy  birth ; 

Till  thou,  or  we  oursels  shall  steal 
Awa’  from  earth. 
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MARY. 

THIRD  BIRTH-DAY  OF  MARY  C.  S,,  DEC.  1847. 

Dear  Mary,  (thine  a precious  name;) 

Dear  Mary,  darling  one : 

Just  budding  into  life  art  thou, 

Thy  spring-tide  scarce  begun: 

But  frost  is  on  my  brow,  Mary, 

Like  snow-flakes  at  thy  birth  ; 

Yet  love  keeps  warm  the  heart  the  while, 
The  holiest  thing  of  earth. 

The  fields  are  clad  in  cold  white  robes, 

The  Summer’s  glories  fled; 

And  now  rough  winds  their  dirges  sing, 

As  they  that  mourn  the  dead. 

Thus  cold  the  day,  and  drear,  Mary, 

When  thou  wast  welcom’d  here; 

And  they  who  lov’d  thee  best,  rejoic’d 

With  both,  a smile  and  tear. 
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For  thou,  like  all  the  race,  didst  come 
So  helpless,  weak,  forlorn, 

That  God  alone  may  comprehend, 

Or  say,  why  thou  wast  born. 

And  yet,  with  fondest  love,  Mary, 

Thy  parents  cherish’d  thee 
As  God’s  own  gift,  a germ  of  life 
For  immortality. 

Not  all  who  lov’d  thee  then  are  here; 

Thy  Mother,  meek  and  mild, 

Rests  now  with  God.  Does  she  not  still 
Watch  o’er,  and  bless  her  child? 

So  mild  and  meek  be  thou,  Mary; 

Like  her  from  guile  as  free ; 

That  “Peace”  may  be  thy  watchword  hence, 
When  God  shall  call  for  thee. 
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THE  WATCH-GUARD. 


TO  ADA. 

A “ watch-guard,”  dear  Ada,  thou  gavest, 

As  a token  of  love  and  respect; 

And  I know  that  the  strongest  and  bravest, 
Like  the  weak,  need  a “guard”  to  protect. 

But,  0,  for  a “watch-guard”  indwelling, 
Surrounding  the  heart,  as  a zone; 

All  the  dark  imps  of  evil  expelling, 

And  cherishing  Duty  alone! 

A “watch-guard”  to  all  the  affections, 

The  social,  the  gentle,  the  true; 

That  may  see,  yet  forgive  imperfections, 

“As  a law,”  to  humanity  due. 

And  the  “ watch-guard”  of  Love  may’st  thou  ever, 
From  all  that  thou  lovest  below, 

Receive  with  Grod’s  blessing,  and  never 
Unkindness,  or  treacherv  know. 
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Yet  more:  may  the  -watch-guards  of  heav’n, 
God’s  messengers  here  to  the  blest, 

In  the  sweetest  communion  be  giv’n 
To  thee,  till  the  Soul  be  at  rest. 
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TO  JANE  E.  C. 

ON  HER  TWENTY-FOURTH  BIRTH-DAY,  1841. 

How  beautiful  in  memory 

The  sunny  days  when  life  was  new; 
When  all  was  fair,  and  pure  to  thee, 
When  all  was  bright  and  true. 

Then  was  thine  elder  sister  here, 

And  then  the  younger  at  thy  side; 
Thy  mother,  too;  (forgive  the  tear,) 
Grod  call’d  them  hence;  they  died! 
And  now  I bow  my  weary  head, 
Between  the  living  and  the  dead. 


Could  we  the  veil  remove,  at  will, 
That  wraps  the  future  in  its  fold, 
And  apprehend  life’s  good  and  ill, 

Its  dross  and  sterling  gold; 

Then  were  for  trust  no  resting  place, 
No  dove  returning  to  the  ark; 

No  cheering  lines  for  Hope  to  trace 
Above  our  wave-tost  bark. 
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But  now , the  heart’s  warm  yearnings  rise 
With  eagle-flight  to  brighter  skies. 

Peace  to  the  Soul!  Our  Father’s  house, 
Of  many  mansions,  opens  wide 
Its  portals  to  Christ’s  Church,  His  Spouse, 
His  consecrated  Bride. 

And  there  our  lov’d  departed  rest, 
Redeem’d  from  sorrow,  sin,  and  pain: 
Does  not  “our  broken  circle,”  blest, 

One  family  remain? 

God  saw  we  lov’d  too  well,  and  gave 
Our  Loves  and  Idols  to  the  grave. 

The  grave ! its  bourn  they  pass ; and  we, 
As  come  it  will,  and  come  it  must, 

Shall  soon  pass  life’s  tempestuous  sea 
With  watch- words,  “ dust  to  dust.” 

0,  thou,  “ who  temperest  the  wind 

To  the  shorn  lamb,”  be  Thou  our  Aid; 
And,  to  Thyself  our  Being  bind 
With  cords  that  Love  hath  made. 

Then  shall  we  bless,  for  years  by-past, 

And  doubly  bless  Thee,  for  our  last. 
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TO  MARY. 

ON  HER  TWENTIETH  BIRTH-DAY,  1841. 

Old  Time,  old  Time ! old  “ gaffer”  Time  I 
Art  thou  not  wearied  of  thy  race? 
Forever  with  the  old  clock’s  chime, 

Tick,  tick,  thou  keepest  pace. 

Is  there  no  resting-place,  or  stile, 

Where  we  may  hold  communion  free? 
Where  travelers  may  their  ills  beguile, 
And  rest  awhile  with  thee? 

Or  wilt  thou  spread  thy  wings,  and  fly 
On,  on  ‘forever,  through  the  sky  ? 

I would  not  have  thee  stop,  but  pause , 
Upon  the  dial,  as  of  yore; 

Just  bow  in  complaisance,  because 
My  Mary’s  now  a score. 

But,  if  thou  wilt  not  condescend 
To  chain  thy  chariot-wheels,  a trice, 
Pray  be  thou  still  her  constant  friend ; 
On,  on,  without  device. 
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I would  not  have  thee  stop,  I say, 

Nor  faint,  nor  falter  by  the  way. 

’Twas  thus  in  revery  I spake, 

And  Time’s  Almighty  King  forgot; 

In  dreamy  vision,  half  awake, 

I err’d,  and  knew  it  not. 

Methought,  “ old  gaffer  Time”  bow’d  low, 
And  said,  as  sped  his  shuttle  forth, 

“ I weave  the  web  of  life,  but  thou 
Must  broider  it  with  worth. 

’Tis  not  for  Time  to  pause  for  thee, 

Till  bosom’d  in  Eternity!” 

0,  Thou  most  Holy ! Infinite 
In  mercy  to  the  lowly  one ; 

May  Mary  at  thy  footstool  sit, 

The  feet  of  Thine  Own  Son ! 

And,  if  Thou  in  Thy  wisdom  grant 
Another  year,  with  trials  rife, 

Do  Thou  in  her  and  hers  implant 
The  seeds  of  endless  life; 

And  be  to  them  Thy  mercy  shown, 

And  make  both  me  and  mine  Thine  own. 
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TO  MIRANDA,  ON  HER  BIRTH-DAY. 

Time  takes  us  by  the  hand,  my  child, 

Old  father  Time,  to-day, 

He  sets  his  mark  upon  our  brow, 

And  speeds  again  away. 

He  flies  an  annual  round,  he  says, 

A vassal  of  the  sun, 

But  he  will  shake  our  hands,  betimes, 

Till  he  his  race  has  won. 

On,  on  he  flies,  we  know  not  why, 

Nor  why  he  ne’er  looks  back ; 

Nor  why  his  face  is  shrouded  oft, 

And  shadows  in  his  track. 

But,  this  we  know;  like  other  knaves, 
True  serving-men  of  his, 

He  blusters  on,  and  wins  the  day, 

With  broken  promises. 

In  our  young  days  of  promise  bright, 

Did  he  not  then  deceive; 

Does  he  not  now  give  tears  for  joy, 

And  bid  us  trust,  believe? 

8* 
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And  so  the  knave  from  year  to  year, 
Doth  gild  “To-morrow’s”  shield; 

And  strives  to  lure  the  heart  to  shun 
“To-day’s”  own  battle-field. 

Yet  doth  he,  sometimes,  truthfully, 

A lovely  message  bring, 

And,  like  a bird  of  Paradise, 

Doth  sing,  or  seem  to  sing; 

“ I would,”  he  says  “ to  thee  might  come, 
As  comes  the  vernal  year, 

All  blessings  wreath’d  with  flow’rs  of  love, 
Unsullied  with  a tear.” 

But,  trust  him  not, — that  false  one, — child, 
He’s  ever  on  the  wing; 

And  has  no  jpoid'r,  had  he  the  will, 

To  make  the  offering. 

List  to  the  mighty  Master’s  voice, 

The  Master  of  “ old  Time ;” 

Whose  faithful  ones  shall  Time  outlive, 
And  like  the  stars  shall  shine. 
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TO  MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  MRS.  H. 

So  like  art  thou  to  her  whose  name 
Is  but  remember'd  here. 

That,  oft,  mine  eyes  are  drawn  to  thee, 
And  moisten’d  with  a tear. 

A tear;  but,  like  the  dew-drop  pure, 

Or  the  chaste  driven  snow ; 

Benignant  as  the  light  of  heav’n 
On  all  we  love  below. 

So  mild,  so  cheerful,  kind  and  true, 
Was  she,  my  darling  Jane, 

That  I had  scarcely  hop’d  to  look 
Upon  her  like  again. 

Yet,  so  much  thou  her  counterpart, 
Thou  seemest  as  mine  own; 

And  in  my  joy  I fancy  still, 

That  I am  not  alone. 
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And  I would  have  thee  too,  like  her, 
When  summon’d  to  thy  rest, 

On  wings  of  trustful  Hope  depart, 

To  mansions  of  the  blest. 
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THE  OLD  HEARTH  STONE. 

FOURTH  BIRTH-DAY  OF  MART  C.  S. 

Come  to  the  old  Hearth-stone ! 

Come,  ’tis  a holy  spot ! 

For  the  fragrant  flow’rs  are  here 
Of  the  heart’s  “ forget-me-not.” 

Amid  all  change  they  bloom, 

And  though  dark  shadows  come, 
Old  mem’ries  bright  remain, 

And  beam  on  the  hearth  and  home. 

Come,  when  the  heart  is  sad ; 

Come,  when  it  bounds  with  joy; 

Let  no  base  thought  intrude, 

Nor  the  world’s  vain  strife  annoy. 
Here  once  shone  many  a gem, 

Above  the  world  now  set, 

Yet  they  cluster  round  my  brow 
In  mem’ry’s  coronet. 
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0,  come ! though,  many  a seat 
Stands  round  our  ancient  hearth, 
Whence  now  no  voice  responds 
To  dwellers  on  the  earth. 

No  voice ; but  thoughts  that  breathe 
Are  hymning  evermore, 

To  the  soul,  their  songs  deep  ton’d 
As  the  waves  on  the  beaten  shore. 

Come  to  the  old.  hearth-stone ; 

Our  Christmas  feast  is  spread, 

In  love  for  our  kindred  here , 

And  in  mem’ry  of  the  dead ! 

For,  still  they’re  one  with  us, 

Though  past  the  “ bridge  of  sighs 
Come,  come ! and  we’ll  plume  our  wings 
For  the  hearth-stone  of  the  skies. 

Four  years  on  thy  young  life 
Hath  love  its  warm  dews  shed ; 

And  guardian  angels  smil’d 

As  they  watch’d  thy  cradle-bed. 

Far,  from  beyond  the  stars, 

Where  “ love  hath  cast  out  fear,” 

Swift  wing’d  do  they  come  to  soothe, 

As  our  sister  spirits,  here. 
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Come  to  the  old  hearth-stone , 
Come,  though  but  few  remain, 
And  lone  are  the  vacant  seats 
Till  we  all  shall  meet  again. 
Then,  child,  what  though  thy  path 
Be  such  as  Martyrs  trod? 

Possess  thou  in  peace  thy  soul, 

For  it  leadeth  up  to  God. 
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THE  SHALLOP. 


TO  MY  WIFE,  FOR  HER  MARRIAGE-DAY  ANNIVERSARY. 

I dreamed,  (’twas  not  the  poet’s  dream,) 

A little  Shallop  near’d  the  shore, 

Adorn’d  with  fragrant  flow’rs  of  Spring, 
And  garlanded  each  Oar. 

Methought,  I heard  a Spirit  say, 

“ God  speed  you ; enter,  and  away  !” 

And  so  with  gleeful  hearts  we  sailed, 

The  buoyant  Shallop  on  the  tide ; 

And  plied  then, — for  we  both  were  one, — 
Its  light  oars,  side  by  side. 

So  calm  the  sea,  so  bland  the  air, 

It  seem’d  God’s  Temple  everywhere. 

But  soon  we  sought  a shelt’ring  nook, 
That  look’d  a stormless  inland  Cove; 

Secluded  as  a hallow’d  spot, 

A paradise  of  love, 

Yet  even  there  wind-spirits  sing, 

And  make  the  craft  a helpless  thing. 
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Again ; winds,  storms,  all  pass  away ; 

The  Shallop,  anchor’d  fast,  abides : 

And,  though  it  bears  the  marks  of  age , 
Floats  buoyant  on  the  tides. 

And  fresh  as  at  the  first  are  seen 

Its  wreaths  of  flow’rs,  and  garlands  green. 

Yes:  fresh  as  when  we  first  embark’d, 
And  call’d  it  happy  “bridal-day,” 

And  never  has  that  morning’s  light 
Of  beauty  pass’d  away ; 

But  ev’ry  sun-light’s  dawning  here 
Has  been  the  “bridal”  of  the  year. 

Though  moor’d,  the  Shallop  daily  sails 
A voyage  on  a changeful  sea ; 

Yet,  still  in  the  home-port  abides 
With  lovliest  constancy. 

G-od  speed  the  craft,  till  that  blest  day 
Which,  dawning,  passeth  not  away! 
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TO  REBECCA. 


ON  HER  TWENTIETH  BIRTH-DAY. 

Lost,  lost,  lost! 

Without  design, 

Or  fault  of  mine, 

A jewel  lost  upon  the  way ! 

And  last  was  seen 
That  little  “Teen” 

Upon  my  bosom  yesterday. 

Lost,  lost,  lost! 

The  last  of  sev’n, 

That  love  had  giv’n 
To  beautify  the  days  of  youth. 

I seek  in  vain 
That  gem  again, 

But  find  another  gem  “the  Truth.” 
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TO  ONE  DEPARTED. 

From  hallow’d  scenes  of  memory, 

On  wings  of  love,  to  worlds  afar; 

My  very  soul  goes  out  to  thee, 

And  seeks  thy  smile  from  star  to  star. 

And  though  unseen  by  mortal  eye, 

The  Spirit  lovely,  pure  as  thine, 

Must  be  a shining  light  on  high, 

As  one  of  God's  great  works  divine. 

Thou  art,  I know,  in  some  bright  Sphere, 
And  that  is  blessedness  to  me; 

And  though  we  may  not  see  thee  here, 
My  very  soul  goes  out  to  thee. 
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ADA  AND  THE  BABY  BOY. 

JULY  2,  1853. 

Hail,  wee  bit  mortal!  glad  are  we 
Thy  little  tiny  face  to  see; 

And  trust  a blessing  thou  shalt  be 
As  from  above  ; 

A branch  upon  our  household  tree, 

That  all  may  love. 

But,  thou  dost  scarcely  lift  the  eye, 
Though  breathing  softer  than  a sigh ; 
Unconscious  of  the  how,  or  why, 

Or  aught  of  earth: 

And  as  a simple  toy  dost  lie, 

Nor  know  thy  birth. 

And  yet,  wee  thing,  thy  parents  trace 
God’s  image  stamp’d  upon  thy  face; 

For,  thine  is  an  immortal  race, 

That  none  may  stay : 

Ah,  would  that  God  may  give  thee  grace, 
To  win  the  day ! 
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For,  thou  art  here,  where  ceaseless  flow 
The  troubled  waves  and  storms  of  woe, 
That  many  feel,  and  all  must  know, 
However  blest ; 

Till  to  their  father’s  house  they  go, 
For  Peace  and  Rest. 

He  answers  not:  dear  Ada,  thou 
Must  answer  for  the  angel  now, 

And  take  for  him  the  Christian  vow 
In  baptism  giv’n; 

And  write  the  cross  upon  his  brow, 

The  seal  of  heav’n. 

So,  this  rich  jewel,  thine  to-day, 

This  spirit  in  a mould  of  clay, 

Jesus,  “the  Truth,  the  Life,  the  Way,” 
Himself  shall  own; 

Till  borne  on  wings  of  love  away 
To  God’s  own  throne. 
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“IT  IS  WELL.” 

TO  MISS  AMELIA  P. 

There’s  often  in  a birth-day  song 
Much  mingled  joy  and  sadness ; 

For  thoughts  the  mem’ry’s  palace  throng, 
Some  tearful,  some  in  gladness. 

And  “it  is  well ,”  that  mem’ry’s  store, 
Like  treasures,  oft  be  counted  o’er 
As  way-marks  to  us ; 

That  we  may  sift  the  chaff,  and  choose 
The  precious  seed,  the  ill  refuse, 

Lest  it  undo  us. 

I hear  thee  say,  my  dear  young  friend: 
My  thoughts  are  my  support,  forever; 
That  worlds  may  neither  give,  nor  lend, 
Nor  take  away, — no,  never! 

And  “it  is  well;"  for  higher  aim 
May  neither  man  nor  angel  claim, 
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God’s  truth,  possessing, 

Than  thoughts  and  works  of  Faith  and  Love 
Which  God  will  own,  and  from  above 
Command  His  blessing. 

And  now  another  year  has  flown, 

With  trophied  spoils,  deep  laden ; 

Our  friends,  our  kin,  the  known,  unknown, 
Man,  matron,  child,  and  maiden; 

And  “ it  is  well;"  for  why  repine 
At  God’s  appointments,  all  divine, 

For  our  well-being  given? 

What,  though  we  see  the  end  not  yet? 
’Twere  more  than  folly  to  forget 

They’re  way-marks  all  to  heaven. 
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TO  MARY  IN  HEAVEN. 

Friend  of  the  friendless  poor, 

God  calleth  thee  to  rest; 

We  seek  but  find  thee  not,  for  thou 
Art  garner’d  with  the  Blest. 

So,  lov’d  one,  art  thou  gone, 

As  beauty  fades  away ; 

Or  fade  the  orient  beams  of  fight 
Into  the  perfect  day. 

Ah,  fled,  our  hearth-stone  joys, 
Hence,  on  an  Angel’s  wing, 

That  odors  shed,  and  fill’d  the  soul 
With  all  but  hallowing. 

Yet,  mem’ries  sweet  remain, 

Chaste,  lovely,  rich,  and  fair, 

That  cluster  round  the  heart  in  love, 
And  tell  “thou  still  art  there.” 
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Aye;  though  we  see  thee  not, 

TV" e feel  that  thou  art  near ; 

And,  in  thy  blessed  pure  abode 
Dost  watch  and  love  us  here. 

As  from  the  mighty  deep 
Return’d  the  gentle  dove, 

And  sought  the  ark,  not  finding  rest, 
So,  thou  art  gone  above. 

Joy  I there’s  a “harvest-home” 

By  glorious  promise  giv’n  ; 

And  kindred  ties,  dissolv’d  on  earth, 
Shall  reunite  in  heav’n. 


Death  opens  thus  in  love 
The  portals  of  the  skies ; 
And  thus  the  spirit  truly  lives 

When  the  frail  casket  dies. 
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“OH,  YES-WE  OFTEN  MENTION  HER.” 

FOR  JANE,  1831. 

0,  yes,  we  often  mention  her; 

The  throbbings  of  the  heart 

Must  find  responses  from  the  lips, 

Free,  unrestrained  by  art; 

For,  deep  on  mem’ry’s  holiest  page, 
Impress’d  her  virtues  dwell ; 

Nor  may  the  lapse  of  time  efface 
Her  last,  fond,  sad  “ Farewell.” 

And  oft  I hear  her  gentle  voice 
In  whispers  of  the  wind ; 

And  oft  it  comes  in  hallow’d  tones 
Of  melody  refin’d. 

And  oft  in  solitary  walks 
O’er  mountain-steep  or  dell, 

At  morning,  noon,  or  twilight  hour, 

I hear  the  same  “ Farewell.” 
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Not  mention  her?  Not  mention  her? 

As  well  may  one  forget 
That  day  is  past,  and  ev’ning  come 
When  the  bright  sun  is  set. 

So  meekly  calm,  and  trustfully, 

Her  words  of  parting  fell, 

That  one  might  deem,  that  blessedness 
Lives  in  the  word  “ Farewell.” 

0,  yes,  we  often  mention  her, 

And  bless  the  promise  giv’n, 

That  kindred  spirits,  pure,  shall  meet, 

A family  in  heav’n : 

That  tearless  there  the  weary  rest ; 

That  there  the  ransom’d  dwell ; 

Where  anthems  high  of  praise  are  heard, 
But,  never,: — the  “ Farewell.” 
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TO  HELEN  C.  S.,  AGED  TEN  YEARS. 

ON  LEAVING  HOME. 

Dear  Helen,  I thyself  can  see, 

With  beaming  eye,  and  flaxen  hair, 

An  infant  on  thy  mother’s  knee, 

A cherub,  fresh  and  fair. 

And  mem’ry  paints  thee,  romping  wild, 
Around  the  garden  walks  with  glee ; 

A good,  strange,  fitful,  roguish  child, 

And  culling  flow’rs  for  me. 

And  thou  didst  chase  the  butterfly; 

Then  stop  and  listen  to  the  birds, 

And  ask,  in  broken  accents,  why 
They  did  not  sing  “the  words.” 

And  I remember  later  years, 

Replete  with  childhood’s  sports,  and  joys, 

When  temper  sometimes  dash’d  with  tears 
Thy  sports,  with  its  alloys. 
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But  still  tliy  loving  heart  shone  bright, 
And  faithful  reason  ever  came ; 

And  thou  didst  seem  “ a thing  of  light,” 
Like  sunshine  after  rain. 

And  now  that  thou  art  older  grown, 

I would  thou  still  a child  shouldst  be, 

In  graces  that  adorn  a throne, 

In  meek  simplicity. 

But,  thou  art  gone.  Yet  with  thee  went 
Not  the  fond,  loving  thoughts  of  ours ; 

They  all  remain,  in  beauty  blent, 

As  dew-drops  on  the  flow’rs. 

We  hope  to  meet  again;  but,  still, 

Should  Providence  that  boon  deny, 

We  bow  us  to  God’s  holy  will, 

And  hope  to  meet  on  high. 

Forget  not,  then,  the  Church,  dear  one ; 
Thy  Bible,  and  thy  Common-Prayer ; 

For  they  will  guide  thy  spirit  home, 
Where  many  kindred  are. 

And,  0,  be  gentle  as  the  dove; 

Be  kind,  obedient,  faithful,  true; 

And  thou  shalt  have  thy  parent’s  love, 
And  God’s  own  blessing  too. 


198 


THE  HEROINE  OF  SCUTARI, 


THE  VIRTUOUS  WOMAN. 

PROVERBS,  CHAP.  XXXI. 

The  faithful  one  art  thou, 

Belov’d,  approv’d  of  heav’n ; 

And,  with  unfailing  trust,  to  thee 
Our  confidence  is  giv’n. 

For,  cloth’d  in  Yirtue’s  robe  of  truth, 
Thy  strength  is  as  immortal  youth. 

As  morning’s  pearly  dew 
Adorns  fair  Nature’s  face, 

Dost  thou  thyself,  of  dews  from  heav’n, 
With  laws  of  kindness  grace. 

And,  in  affliction’s  darkest  night 
Art  thou  an  ever-beaming  light. 

Like  goodly  merchant-ships, 

With  treasures  rich  and  fair, 

Thou  bearest  blessings  far  and  wide, 
And  free  as  vital  air. 
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The  honest  poor,  and  child  of  shame. 
Alike  call  blessings  on  thy  name. 

Free  as  the  fountains  flow, 

And  fresh  as  Flora’s  bloom, 

Thy  pure  and  bright  affections  glow 
Around  the  hearth  and  home. 

And  children’s  children’s  blessings  rise 
In  joyous  grateful  sacrifice. 

Thou  gem  of  priceless  worth ! 

On  high  thy  deeds  are  known ; 
More  beauteous  thou  than  diadem 
With  rubied  light  e’er  shone. 

And  evermore  thy  virtues  shine 
As  lighted  from  a source  divine. 
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BLINDNESS. 


“ What  though  mine  eyes  be  sightless,”  said  a devout  Christian 
lady,  “ there  remains  the  light  of  memory,  and  the  light  of  hope, 
and  the  light  of  God’s  unfailing  mercies.  And  I know,  that,  in 
the  great  hereafter,  mine  eyes  shall  be  opened.  Then  shall  I see.” 


What  though  mine  eyes  be  sightless, 
And  loveliest  noon-tide  light, 

With  its  effulgent  glories, 

Be  but  the  gloom  of  night  ? 

To  me,  celestial  visions 

Come  forth  on  angels’  wings, 

And  fill  the  soul  with  gladness 
Beyond  material  things. 

The  memories  of  childhood 
Seem  yet  their  voice  to  raise, 

And  tell  how  then  God’s  handiwork 

* 

Was  vocal  all  with  praise; 
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When  hills,  and  dales,  and  forests, 
And  starlit  fields  on  high, 

And  Nature’s  boundless  landscape 
Were  beauteous  to  the  eye. 

What  though  mine  eyes  be  sightless, 
To  all  these  beauties  blind? 

Dwell  there  no  forms  of  beauty 
In  pictures  of  the  Mind? 

A mellow  light  is  beaming 
No  mortal  eye  may  see ; 

Eays  from  the  Sun  Eternal, 

God’s  inner  light  to  me. 

What  though  mine  eyes  be  sightless 
Within  the  bounds  of  Time? 

Their  scales  shall  fall  forever 
In  yon  celestial  clime. 

The  “Day-spring,”  there,”  unfailing, 
Shall  clear  the  darken’d  sight, 

And  I shall  see  all  Beauty 

In  His  eternal  Light. 

9* 
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BISHOP  GRISWOLD. 

The  good  old  man  is  gone! 

Gone  home  with  burnish’d  shield ; 
Gone  to  his  God,  with  armor  on,* 
From  Christ’s  own  battle-field. 

Church  of  the  living  God, 

Weep!  and  yet  joyous  raise 
The  Christian  warrior’s  triumph-song, 
To  the  Eedeemer’s  praise. 

My  father  he,  in  God; 

To  Christ  my  vows  were  giv’n 
With  “ laying  on  of  hands”  by  him, 
A legate  true  of  heav’n. 

Ah,  I can  see  him  now, 

With  meek  uplifted  eye, 

Bending  with  awe  his  lofty  brow 
For  blessings  from  on  high. 


* He  died  suddenly  on  the  field  of  duty. 
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And  I can  see  descend 
A dove  of  purest  white, 

And  there,  beside  the  altar-place, 

Upon  his  head  alight. 

There  rest;  then  spread  her  wings 
And  gracefully  arise, 

Up  through  the  casement,  fearlessly, 

And  seek  her  native  skies. 

So  is  the  Shepherd  gone, 

As  soar’d  the  gentle  dove ; 

So,  from  the  flock  he  pass’d  away 
On  wings  of  faith  and  love. 

Meek  man ! Oh,  not  for  thee, 

Not  for  the  sainted  dead, 

But  for  the  Church,  dear  Church  bereav’d, 
Our  sorrowing  tears  are  shed. 

Weep,  weep,  0 Church  of  God, 

A living  light  withdrawn; 

A soldier  of  the  holy  Cross, 

The  Patriarch,  is  gone! 

With  his  full  armor  on, 

His  crosier  laid  he  down, 

And,  for  the  mitre,  now  he  wears 
An  everlasting  Crown. 
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THE  LILY-BUD. 


TO  HELEN,  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A LOVELY  CHILD,  HER  RELATIVE, 
WHO  DIED  SHORTLY  AFTER  THE  DECEASE  OF  HER  MOTHER. 


I stood  at  morn,  beholding 
A plant,  the  garden’s  pride, 

Its  lily-bud  unfolding 

In  fragrance, — yet  it  died! 

I saw  its  blossom  fading, 

Reft  from  its  parent  stem, 
Which  spirit-hands  were  braiding 
To  wreathe  a diadem. 


I heard  “the  watchman”  speaking, 
“ All’s  well ; the  shadows  flee ; 
Awake ! the  morn  is  breaking, 


That  priceless  blossom  glows, 
Gem  in  the  crown  eternal, 

Unscath’d  by  storms  and  woes. 


In  glory,  child,  to  thee.” 
In  sunlight  now,  supernal, 
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Wreath’d  in  that  crown  are  others, 

Set  there  by  hands  divine ; 

Fast  by  her  own,  a mother’s 
And  loving  kindred  shine. 

Thanks,  thanks  be  giv’n,  and  blessing, 
Though  tears  bedew  the  sod ; 

We  bow  us  here,  professing 
An  humble  trust  in  Grod. 

Tis  well;  “all’s  well;”  for  morning, 
The  watchman  cries,  is  near; 

Behold!  it  is  the  dawning 
Of  an  unending  year. 

And,  though  they’ve  gone  before  us 
Upon  the  boundless  main, 

Life’s  ebb-tide  shall  restore  us 
To  their  embrace  again. 
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THE  TWO  LAMPS. 

Two  Spirits  are  returning, 
Homeward  bound: 

Two  little  Lamps  are  burning 
Near  the  ground  : 

Burning,  burning,  near  the  portals, 
Op’ning  to  receive  Immortals. 

Unlike  are  they, 

As  Night  and  Day ; 

One  with  lambent  flame,  and  bright; 
One  with  dim,  pale,  flick’ring  light, 
Feeble  and  faint,  scarce  glimmering, 

Like  some  forlorn  and  hopeless  thing. 
One  seems  the  vault  of  heaven  to  fill; 
And  one  makes  darkness  visible. 

Both  spirits  are  returning — 

With  a sigh : 

Both  little  lamps  are  burning 
Where  they  lie. 
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One,  unconsuming,  brighter  grows, 

And  all  around  a radiance  throws, 

As  chaste  and  fair 
As  angels  bear ; 

And  one,  as  when  the  storm  is  spent, 
No  bow  lights  up  the  firmament 
With  high  supernal  beams,  that  tell 
The  lining  soul  that  “ all  is  well.” 

These  lamps,  why  so  unlike  are  they 
For  spirits  passing  thus  away? 

“ These  spirits  are  returning,” 

Came  reply ; 

Of  these  two  lamps  now  burning, 
One  shall  die ! 

One  has  the  “oil  of  joy,”  as  giv’n 
From  the  unfathom’d  fount  of  heav’n, 
Through  God’s  own  Son, 

The  Holy  One. 

One  is  a fire-fly  phosphor  thing 
Of  a life  misspent  in  gathering. 

False  thing!  ’tis  but  a light  in  seeming, 
Born  of  the  vagrant  fancy,  dreaming; 

For  all  the  lamps  that  earth  may  fill 
But  render  darkness  visible. 


208 


THE  HEROINE  OF  SCUTARI, 


THE  BATTLE-FIELD. 


i. 

A “Battle-field,”  but  not  afar: 

Not  beard  the  clarion  shrill,  nor  fife, 
Nor  bugle’s  blast,  nor  cannon’s  jar, 

Nor  rumbling  of  the  crimson’d  car 
From  fields  of  spoil  and  riot-strife : 
Not  heard  the  savage  cry  that  tells 
Where  havoc  gloats  and  horror  dwells, 
And  the  least  sacred  thing  is  human  life. 


II. 

I heard  no  trump,  nor  drum,  design’d 
By  cunning  art  to  drown  the  wail ; 

To  madden  and  inflame  the  mind, 

To  pity  deaf,  to  mercy  blind, 

And  bid  man  “ brother  man”  assail : 

I heard  no  steed  with  thund’ring  tread 
Trampling  the  dying  and  the  dead, 

Nor  sounds  of  musketry,  like  rattling  hail ! 
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III. 

And  not  upon  that  battle-field 
Were  warring  hosts  ’gainst  hosts  array’d; 

Not  there  the  moral  feelings  steel’d, 

Nor  evil  passions,  dire,  reveal’d, 

Nor  strategies  in  ambush  laid ; 

Nor  “garments  roll’d  in  blood,”  to  show 
The  widow’s  grief,  the  orphan’s  woe, 

In  desolate  homes  that  monster- war  had  made! 


IV. 

Not  aught  of  these,  not  aught  of  these ; 

But  the  sweet  silver-trumpet’s  strain, 
That  bids  the  angry  passions  cease; 

For  banners  of  the  Prince  of  Peace 
Sweep  o’er  that  bloodless  battle-plain ; 
Where  “beauty  is  for  ashes”  giv’n 
As  blend  the  harmonies  of  heav’n 
In  triumph-songs  o’er  hosts  of  evil  slain. 


From  battle-fields  of  Peace  it  came, 

That  mellow  note  of  active  war ; 

It  was  the  song  of  Love’s  acclaim, 

With  incense  to  the  Conqueror’s  name ; 

To  Him,  the  bright  and  “Morning  Star:” 
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It  came  with  “ laws  of  kindness”  forth, 

On  angel-wings,  to  bless  the  earth, 

From  hearths  and  homes  where’er  God’s  altars  are. 


YI. 

Cloth’d  as  in  royal  “ golden  vests,” 

Stand  in  their  ranks  these  legions  true; 

Faith,  patient  Hope,  and  last  and  best 
Pure  Charity,  both  chief  and  guest, 

With  her  immortal  retinue. 

No  idle  combatants  are  they, 

But  daily  marshall’ d for  the  fray, 

Striving,  in  love,  the  Master’s  work  to  do. 

VII. 

Through  Him  whose  strength  is  might  most  high, 
They  make  like  cowards  evils  flee; 

For,  clad  in  armor  of  the  sky, 

Ne’er  shall  the  Christian  warrior  fly, 

Till  truth  itself  shall  cease  to  be. 

And  they,  the  Faithful,  who  have  trod 
Life’s  battle-field  with  trust  in  God, 

The  lasting  crown  shall  win  of  Victory. 
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THE  CHILD’S  MESSAGE. 

I saw  an  infant  on  its  cradle-bed, 

With  sunken  eye ; 

I saw  the  mother,  weeping,  bow  the  head 
With  many  a sigh : 

A little  child  play’d  by  its  side, 

And  ask’d  the  mother  why  she  cried, 
Oh,  darling,  come  and  see,  she  said; 
Alas,  alas!  thy  sister’s  dead! 


Most  beautiful  that  infant’s  face,  and  fair 
As  lilies  white ; 

For  lo!  an  angel’s  wings  had  hover’d  there, 
And  left  their  light. 

The  sister  kiss’d  the  “ sleeping”  child, 

And  said,  “How  cold!”  and  yet  she  smil’d, 
Amaz’d,  and  sad,  she  knew  not  why, 

Nor  what  may  mean  the  words  “to  die.” 
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Then  said  the  mother,  Darling,  take  her  hand 
Fear  not  to  come ; 

For  God  hath  call’d  her  to  the  “ better- land,” 
To  heav’n,  her  home. 

And  while  she  kiss’d  the  cold,  cold  clay, 
And  held  its  hand,  I heard  her  say : 

“ Sister,  good  bye ; in  heav’en  above 
Do  please  to  give  to  God  my  love.” 
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JOY  OF  ANGELS. 

“there  is  joy  in  the  presence  of  the  angels  of  god, 

OVER  ONE  SINNER  THAT  REPENTETH.” 


I SAW  a fellow  mortal  bow’d  in  prayer, 

And,  meekly,  upward  lift  the  tearful  eye; 
A presence,  all  divine,  seem’d  dwelling  there ; 
And  while  entranc’d  I stood, 
Methought,  burst  forth  a flood 
Of  chastest  music  wafted  hence  on  high. 


“Spirits  of  light  and  love  are  we  to  man, 

Sent  forth  to  minister  at  God’s  behest;” 

So  the  angelic  song  of  triumph  ran, 

“ Come ! golden  censers  bring ; 

Then  speed  on  swiftest  wing 
With  incense  pure  to  mansions  of  the  Blest.” 
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“ Behold ! is  born  again  a living  soul ; 

The  tidings  bear  of  joy,  to  highest  heav’n; 
Wash’d  by  the  living  waters,  he  is  whole; 
Fire  on  the  altar  burns, 

Repentant  he  returns, 

He  loves,  and,  trusting  meekly,  is  forgiv’n.” 


“ Salvation  ! sweep  anew  the  golden  lyre ; 

The  triumph-song,  again,  again  rehearse; 
Tell  it  in  loftiest  strains  with  tongues  of  fire ; 
Through  realms  of  upper  day, 

Speed  the  glad  song  away, 

Till,  circling  wide,  it  fills  the  Universe.” 
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“LET  THERE  BE  LIGHT.” 


, Let  there  be  light,”  the  Almighty  Ruler  spake, 
And  Chaos  smil’d  as  fled  the  brooding  Night ; 

So,  now,  the  heart  illume,  O Lord,  and  make 
The  darkness  flee:  command,  “Let  there  be  light.” 

When  the  bleak  storms  and  ills  of  life  oppress ; 

When  evils  come,  friends  fail,  and  foes  affright; 

0,  thou  eternal  Spirit,  deign  to  bless, 

And  speak  unto  the  soul,  “ Let  there  be  light.” 


When  foul  temptation’s  pow’rs  our  peace  assail, 

And  from  “the  tree  of  life”  our  steps  invite; 

0,  Lord  Almighty,  let  Thy  grace  prevail ; 

Guide  Thou  our  path  to  Thee,— “ Let  there  be  light.’ 


When  comes  to  us  Time’s  final  parting  hour; 

When  fails  the  fainting  heart,  grows  dim  the  sight; 
’ Ij0rd  of  Life!  extend  Thy  saving  pow’r, 

Speak  Thou,  as  at  the  first,  “ Let  there  be  light.” 
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MERCY  AND  TRUTH. 


“ Mercy  and  Truth  are  met  together,  Righteousness  and  Peace 
kissed  each  other.” — Psalm,  lxxxv.  10. 


Mercy  ran  the  Truth  to  meet; 

Truth  delay’d  not  her  embrace; 
Joyous  both,  with  willing  feet 
Speeding  from  the  holy  place. 

Peace  beheld  with  meekest  eye 
Truth  and  Mercy  meet  again; 
And,  descending  from  the  sky, 
Righteousness  attends  the  train. 

Now,  these  attributes  divine 

Kiss,  as  loving  ones,  each  other; 
Now  they  all  as  jewels  shine, 
Radiant  in  our  “elder  Brother.” 
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THE  CHURCH-YARD. 


i. 

Hast  thou,  sad,  silent,  and  alone, 

E’er  sought  the  place  of  graves, 

When  the  feeble  light  of  the  waning  moon 
Dimly  the  Church-yard  laves  ? 

Hast  thou,  in  meditation  there, 

Ne’er  heard  the  Spirits  of  the  air 
In  whispers  speak  to  thee? 

Hast  thou?  I ask  thee  not  to  tell, 

But,  on  my  soul,  the  dream,  the  spell, 

Is  only  mystery  1 


II. 

The  flow’rs,  that  deck  the  green  old  sod, 

Seem  mortal  eyes,  that  opening  gaze, 

And  teH  tk’  infinitude  of  God, 

And  his  mysterious  ways. 

Like  marshall’d  ranks  in  serried  rows, 

Lie  congregated  friends  and  foes, 

10  ’ 
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In  amity,  to-day: 

Ah,  how  unlike  the  feuds  and  strife, 
That,  on  the  latest  throb  of  life 
With  them  had  pass’d  away! 


III. 

A mystery ! Here  the  caskets  lie 
That  once  in  beauty  shone ; 

And  to  the  islands  of  the  sky 
Are  the  breathing  spirits  gone. 
And  yet,  as  from  another  sphere 
The  very  air  seems  peopled  here, 

A silent,  shad’wy  band; 

But  Fancy  waves  her  wand  to  me 
And  conjures  thought  and  memory 
More  potent  than  her  wand. 


IY. 


Behold ! here  lie  the  bond  and  free, 
In  turf-bound  graves,  or  new; 

As  equals,  sleep  they  quietly, 

The  false  beside  the  true. 

See!  here  the  ivy,  as  a pall, 

Is  shadowing  the  gilded  wall 
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Of  pride,  or  tinsel  fame, 

There  rests,  outcast,  apart,  alone, 
True  Merit,  yet  without  a stone 
To  tell  it  had  a name. 


V. 

Mysterious ! there  are  voices  here, 

As  from  a troubled  sea ; 

They  tell  of  hope,  and  they  whisper  fear, 
Deep-toned,  to  thee  and  me. 

They  breathe  the  hallow’d  strains  that  sweep, 
Like  music,  o’er  the  inner  deep 
Of  the  true-hearted  one; 

They  speak  in  sadness,  and  in  sighs 
Of  many  a wrong  that  never  dies, 

Though  life’s  brief  day  be  done ! 
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THE  SILVER  LINING. 

IT  WAS  A BEAUTIFUL  SAYING  OF  ONE  IN  AFFLICTION  ! “ THOUGH 
THE  CLOUDS  BE  DARK,  I CAN  SEE  A SILVER  LINING  UPON 
THEM  ALL.” 

What  though  dark  clouds  arise, 

Careering  on  the  winds,  and  veil  the  day  ? 
Serene,  above  them,  bright  and  smiling  skies 
The  dark-brow’d  clouds  array. 

They  pass ; the  veil  doth  fade ; 

The  direful  storm  but  purified  the  air; 

While  verdure,  from  the  weeping  clouds  was  made 
More  beauteous  everywhere. 

So  the  dark  cloud  of  old, 

Which  God,  in  love,  to  Israel’s  hosts  had  giv’n. 
Shone  in  the  night,  a watch-light  to  His  fold, 

A light  sent  down  from  heav’n. 

And  so,  so  ever  now, 

Whate’er  the  cloud,  the  light  of  love  is  shining ; 
And,  though  a darkness  rests  upon  its  brow, 

It  wears  “a  silver  lining.” 
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HOPE. 

How  like  immortal  Hope  the  glorious  Sun 
That  beautifies  the  Arctic  summer  sky? 

On  the  horizon,  see  it  circling  run, 

Rest  a brief  space,  and  then  ascend  on  high. 

Hope,  like  the  circling  sun,  when  trials  frown, 
May  seem  in  doubtful  balance  to  remain ; 

Yet,  like  that  beauteous  orb,  it  goes  not  down, 
But  lifts  its  eye,  and  onward  speeds  again. 

And  then  the  Christian’s  armor  glows  with  light, 
More  brightly  burnish’d  than  the  polar  day, 

As  his  strong  Faith  still  upward  wings  her  flight, 
Ho  circle  knows,  no  waning,  no  decay. 
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THE  PAINTING. 

A Painting,  life-like,  liangs  upon  the  wall, 

Of  beautiful  conception,  chaste  and  fair  ; 

The  pictur’d  transit  of  “ the  dying  child.” 

Who  can  paint  motion  ? Yet  the  canvas  glows 
With  thought  in  action,  speaking  melodies. 

A thing  of  beauty  to  the  eye  of  taste, 

And,  to  the  inner  sense,  a Poem  high, 

Breathing  immortal  anthems.  ’Tis  a scene 
Wrought  by  an  Artist’s  pencil,  dipt  in  love, 

And  hallowing  affections, — copying 
A picture  from  the  heart. 

Most  beautiful ! 

“The  dying  child”  upon  a couch  reclines, 

Her  lips  apart,  and  eye  uplift  to  heav’n: 

Her  bosom  seems  to  heave  with  gentle  sighs, 

So  pure,  so  sweet,  that  one  might  deem  of  her 
That  the  rapt  spirit  struggled  to  depart, 

While  toward  a vista  of  celestial  light 
That  beams  on  her  its  radiance  from  afar, 

She  rests  her  gaze. 

Bowing  anear  her  couch, 

The  mother  weeps ; yet  heeds  the  child  not  now, 
Though  ever  until  now,  her  fond  caress; 
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But' seems  to  listen  to  a spirit  voice 
That  some  bright  angel  utters  in  her  flight, 

In  tones  that  woo  her  hence.  The  angel  smiles* 
Her  hand,  uplift,  points  to  the  op’ning  clouds ; 

“ Come  to  thy  rest,  thou  lambkin  of  the  fold, 

And  weep  no  more.” 

And  now  the  setting  sun 
Pencils  in  gorgeous  hues  the  twilight  cloud, 

His  parting  benediction.  Her  pale  brow 
Glows  with  the  mellow  tints  of  fading  light 
That  seem  to  bear  a message,  from  on  high, 

Of  tidings  glad.  A sweet  seraphic  smile, — 

Her  tiny  hand  half  rais’d, — and  she  is  gone ! 

Gone  to  her  rest  in  God. 

Most  beautiful ! 

Such  is  the  painting  of  “ the  dying  child 
A picture  the  mere  fancy  never  wrought. 

None  but  a parent’s  pencil  trac’d  those  lines 
In  colors  all  undying  of  the  soul ! 

They  are  the  silent  voice,  in  eloquence, 

Of  one  who  gloried  in  an  angel-child, 

That  lives,  though  gone,  within  his  heart  of  hearts, 
A portion  of  his  being.  Fancy  ? No ! 

The  fancy  may  not  reach  the  inner  deeps 
Of  the  soul’s  sanctuary.  Fancy  fades ; 

Its  pictures  on  life’s  canvas  dim  and  die; 

But  the  deep  tracings  of  the  living  soul 
Abide  forever. 
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THE  DYING  CHRISTIAN. 

How  the  affections  twine, 

Strong,  and  more  strongly,  as  the  seasons  flee 
Aye,  so  the  ripen’d  tendrils  of  the  vine 
Cling  to  the  blighted  tree. 

And  they  the  heart  do  fill 
With  loveliest  benediction,  all  as  one; 
Fragrant  as  blossoms  when  the  dews  distil 
At  setting  of  the  sun. 

Thy  hand,  dear  Mary ! here, 

Here  on  the  bosom ; press  there  gently  now. 

I cannot  see ; my  daughter,  art  thou  near  ? — 
Thy  hand  on  my  cold  brow ! 

I cannot  see ! Yet,  light 
I feel  amid  the  darkness,  as  a breath 
Wafted  in  glory  on  the  inner-sight; 

My  child,  can  this  be  death? 
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Death!  death,  is  this  thy  hand? 

Art  thou  the  messenger  that  mortals  dread  ? 
Methinks,  thou  tellest  of  “the  better-land,” 

Rest  for  the  weary  head. 

How  dark ! and  yet  the  vale 
Is  lighted  up  with  beauty ; brighter  far 
Than  mortal  eye  e’er  gazed  on.  Joy!  all  hail! 
’Tis  “the  bright  morning  star.” 

Ah,  Mary,  dear,  farewell ! 

Loos’d  is  the  silver  cord ; the  earth-ties  riv’n ; 
And  now  I go!  as  “ th’  uncag’d  bird”  may  swell 
Its  pinions,  freed,  for  heav’n. 

She’s  gone : her  day  is  done ; 

As  sometimes  glows  in  beauty  all  the  west, 

With  matchless  glories  of  the  setting  sun ; 

So  went  she  to  her  rest. 


10* 
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MINISTRY  OF  ANGELS. 

Ye  ministers  of  love ! 

Swiftly  from  courts  above 
Ye  come  on  holy  missions  to  the  blest; 

The  olive-leaves  ye  bear 
To  mortals  everywhere, 

And  guide  our  way  to  the  “ true  ark”  of  rest. 

In  gladness  do  ye  come, 

Guiding  the  wand’rer  home, 

And  watch,  like  them  to  Israel’s  prophet  known, 
When  God’s  own  marshall’d  band, 

His  hosts,  seem’d  there  to  stand, 

And  chariots  of  fire  upon  the  mountain  shone.* 

Ye  come,  array’d  with  light 
Too  pure  for  mortal  sight, 

And  shed  on  infant  brows  the  dews  of  heav’n; 
The  visions  that  ye  bring, 

More  sweet  than  flow’rs  of  spring, 

Tell  that  to  them  celestial  joys  are  giv’n. 


* And,  behold,  the  mountain  was  full  of  horses  and  chariots  of 
fire  round  about  Elisha.  2 Kings  vi.  17. 
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Ye  bid  the  youthful  ear 
The  silent  voice  to  hear, 

That  wooes  to  fairer  skies,  and  lovelier  day ; 
And,  patient,  waiting  still 
Love’s  mission  to  fulfil, 

And  win  the  soul  from  error’s  paths  away. 

Ye  compass,  as  a shield, 

Upon  life’s  battle-field, 

God’s  chosen  ones  of  manhood.  Ye  are  there 
Where  age  the  waning  eye 
Lifts  upward  to  the  sky, 

In  patient  confidence,  and  trustful  prayer. 

In  God’s  name,  thus,  bear  ye, 

With  tireless  constancy, 

Blessings,  from  infancy  to  manhood’s  prime ; 
Hallowing  the  gray  hairs, 

Soothing  the  woes  and  cares 
Of  the  lone  trav’ler  on  the  track  of  time. 

Ye  ministers  of  love! 

Swift  from  the  mystic  dove 
Ye  come  on  holy  missions  to  the  Blest. 

With  peace,  hope,  joy,  ye  come, 

To  lead  the  wand’rer  home, 

Guiding  his  way  to  “the  true  ark  of  rest.” 
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“LIGHT  THROUGH  THE  MIST.” 

’Twas  the  Eve  of  All-Saints;  and  I mus’d  on  the 
past, 

With  the  Book  of  all  hooks  at  my  side ; 

When  the  Saints  of  all  ages  seem’d  standing  around 
me ; 

Entranc’d,  in  communion  of  spirit  they  bound  me, 
Then,  to  my  rapt  vision,  replied: 

“There’s  a mist  rises  up  from  the  deeps  of  the  sea, 
And  it  veils  with  its  shroud  the  blue  sky; 

Till  the  sun  in  his  glory  beams  forth  as  with 
healing, 

And  ‘the  light  through  the  mist,’  in  its  loveliness 
stealing, 

Beveals  a bright  pathway  on  high. 

“And  a mist  rises  up  from  the  Ocean  of  Life, 

And  it  falls  from  its  clouds  as  in  tears; 

For  its  skies  oft  are  dark,  and  portend  that  the 
morrow 

Must  bear  its  own  burden  like  this  day  in  sorrow, 
Its  trials,  its  cares,  hopes,  and  fears. 
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“ Trust  on,  child  of  heav’n ! for  the  mist,  and  the 
cloud, 

And  the  veil,  and  the  shroud,  like  a dream, 
Shall  fade  in  the  Light  that  our  Master  hath  given, 
As  a pathway  of  glory,  that  leads  up  to  heav’n — 

More  pure  than  the  sun’s  healing  beam. 

“ Trust  thou  on ! lift  the  eye ; there’s  ‘ a light  through 
the  mist,’ 

Let  the  clouds  veil  our  skies  as  they  may ; 

For  they  bear  on  their  bosom  God’s  love,  as  in 
show’rs ; 

As  the  rain  clouds  bear  beauty  and  fragrance  to 
flow’rs, 

Then  pass,  like  a vision,  away. 
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“VAIN  ARE  THE  FESTAL  HOURS.” 

WRITTEN  FOR  JANE,  1832. 

Yain  ! vain  the  festal  hours 
To  cheer  the  broken  hearted ; 

Yain,  fancy’s  brightest  flow’rs 
In  place  of  joys  departed: 

One  only  light  in  sorrow’s  night 
Illumes  the  soul  with  gladness, 

And  cheers  the  heart  when  friends  depart, 
And  smoothes  the  brow  of  sadness. 

’Tis  the  celestial  light 

Upon  the  soul  descending, 

As  if  in  robes  of  white 

Were  angels  o’er  us  bending; 

It  beameth  love  from  founts  above, 

Where  all  is  pure  and  holy; 

And  halos  spread  around  the  head 
Of  sorrow  meek  and  lowly. 
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Ye  angels,  garlands  bind 

Of  love  the  soul  may  cherish ; 

Be  no  yew  wreath  entwin’d, 

Nor  fading  flow’rs  that  perish. 

0,  bring  to  me  sweet  Memory 
As  with  a diamond  grav’n ; 

And  be  alloys  transform’d  to  joys, 

Ye  visitants  from  heav’n  I 

For  vain  the  festal  hours 
When  the  bow’d  spirits  languish ; 

Vain  fancy’s  brightest  flow’rs 
To  soothe  one  throb  of  anguish 

Come,  light  Divine,  this  heart  enshrine, 
And  cheer  the  brow  of  sadness ; 

Be  thou  the  light  in  sorrow’s  night, 
And  fill  the  soul  with  gladness. 
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“THE  LATTER  DAY.” 


On  the  26th  day  of  January,  1843,  at  mid-day,  the  Sun,  Moon,  and 
planet  Venus,  were  distinctly  visible  in  the  heavens  at  the  same  time; 
and,  apparently,  in  close  proximity  to  each  other.  The  superstitious 
regarded  it  as  “ one  of  the  signs”  portending  the  latter  day. 


Roll  on,  ye  wonders!  Fly 
Amid  the  realms  of  space; 

Lo!  heavenly  orbs,  to  mortal  eye 
In  amity  embrace. 

The  Sun  in  glory  shone, 

As  cours’d  his  mid-day  car; 

When  ether-depths  reveal’d  the  Moon, 
And,  in  her  train,  a Star. 

A Star  of  dazzling  light, 

Beyond  the  diamond  gem; 

As  one  may  deem  the  Star  of  night 
That  stood  o’er  Bethlehem. 
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That  the  first  Advent  told 
Of  God’s  eternal  Son; 

Father  of  lights!  does  this  unfold 
To  us  the  Second  One? 

Thou  Infinite!  how  vain 

The  reas’ning  pride  of  man ; 

Whose  prying  eyes,  and  lips  profane, 
Presume  “Thy  ways”  to  scan. 

Lord,  God!  may  we  to  Thee 
But  humble  off ’rings  bring, 

Assur’d  that  Death,  to  us,  will  be 
The  “Coming”  of  our  King. 
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THE  RECTOR  OF  ST.  STEPHEN’S. 

MISSIONARY  TO  THE  POOR. 

Friend  of  the  poor,  thou  faithful  friend! 
Thy  spirit  of  “self-sacrifice” 

Shall  live,  when  thy  brief  day  shall  end, 
Where  nothing  pure  and  holy  dies. 

Thou  makest  the  bright  pattern  thine, 

Of  Him  who  on  the  cross  hath  giv’n 

Himself,  a sacrifice  Divine, 

To  win  and  guide  the  soul  to  heav’n. 

Thou  seem’st  an  angel  sent  of  God, 

With  “ high  commission”  here  to  bless ; 

As  when  His  chosen  held  the  rod 
At  Horeb,  in  the  wilderness. 

“Feed  thou  my  lambs,”  the  Master  said, 
“And  gently  lead  them  to  the  fold; 

And,  to  the  suff’ring  poor  give  bread, 
And  clothe,  and  shelter  from  the  cold.” 
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And  thou  dost  heed  the  Master’s  voice, 
With  living  faith,  and  ardent  zeal, 

And  bid  the  lowly  ones  rejoice 
In  His  Almighty  pow’r  to  heal. 

And  thou  dost  wipe  away  the  tear, 

And  bid  them  their  repinings  cease; 

Then  “preachest”  to  the  list’ning  ear 
The  Gospel  of  the  Prince  of  Peace. 

Press  on!  for  yet  shall  come  the  day, 
When  these  celestial  “works  of  love,” 

Scarce  seen  with  Mammon’s  taper  ray, 
Shall  beam  with  glorious  light  above. 
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FAITH,  HOPE,  CHARITY. 


“ And  now  abideth  faith,  hope,  charity,  these  three  ; but  the  greatn 
eat  of  these  is  charity.” — 1 Cor.  xiii. 


Ye  holy  angels,  three, 

Faith,  Hope,  and  Charity, 

Descending  from  on  high,  for  man’s  behest, 
With  watchful  guidance  show 
The  upward  path  from  woe, 

That  leads  the  soul  to  mansions  of  the  Blest. 

0,  thou,  with  burnish’d  shield, 

Come  to  life’s  battle-field, 

Meek  Faith,  thou  angel ; tell  of  Courts  above. . 
Come,  Hope,  with  beaming  eye, 

And  soothe  the  mourner’s  sigh ; 

And  thou,  the  mightiest,  come,  celestial  Love. 

Let  Faith  and  Hope  abide, 

Like  rocks  ’mid  Ocean’s  tide, 

Fast  in  the  earth’s  foundations  deeply  laid; 
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And  both  with  anchor’d  stay 
Be  love’s  bright  dawning  day, 

Ere  its  full  promis’d  glory  be  display’d. 

0,  heav’nly  Charity ! 

Faith  rests,  and  Hope,  on  thee; 

For,  only  thou,  immortal,  ne’er  shalt  cease. 
On  God’s  eternal  throne 
Abidest  thou  alone, 

And  seal’d  to  man  by  Him  the  Prince  of  Peace. 

Faith,  Hope,  shall  cease ; but  one, 

The  perfect  Moral  Sun, 

The  angel  Charity,  ne’er  fails  nor  dies; 

Love,  that  salvation  brings, 

At  last,  her  golden  wings 
Plumes  for  her  flight,  forever  to  the  skies. 
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“THY  ROD,  THY  STAFF.” 

LAST  WORDS  OF  DANIEL  WEBSTER. 

“ Thy  staff,  thy  rod !”  To  thee  alone 
I bow  me,  Thou  Eternal  One ! 

Extend  thy  staff,  thy  rod 
So  spake  the  Christian  sage,  and  gave 
His  mortal  vesture  to  the  grave; 

His  spirit,  to  his  God. 

Oft,  ere  the  day  is  fully  done, 

With  golden  hues  the  setting  sun 
In  chaste  effulgence  glows; 

So,  radiant  Hope,  in  trustful  might 
Beams  on  his  waning  day,  with  light 
More  beauteous  at  its  close. 

A victor  he ; but  not  with  stain 
Of  crimson  from  the  battle-plain, 

And  plaudits  of  the  hour; 

But,  victor  in  the  fields  of  thought, 
With  intellectual  giants  fought 

With  peerless  moral  pow’r. 
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The  laurel  and  the  myrtle  bough 

Bring  forth,  and  wreathe  the  Patriot’s  brow; 

Bring  forth  the  civic  crown ; 

Bring  not  a wither’d  leaf ; his  name 
Is  written  on  the  scroll  of  Fame, 

And  wedded  to  renown. 

But,  loftier  than  the  glorious  past, 

His  humble  triumph  at  the  last: 

“ Thy  staff,  thy  staff,  thy  rod 
When  the  great  soul  with  meekness  gave 
His  mortal  vesture  to  the  grave, 

His  spirit,  to  his  God. 
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THE  CHURCH. 


Church  of  the  living  God ! arise, 

With  garments  beautiful,  as  when 
At  first  in  glory  from  the  skies 
Thy  teachings  came  to  men. 

The  everlasting  Keys  are  thine, 

Thine  by  the  Master-Builder  giv’n, 
Adown  the  apostolic  line 

With  pow’r  to  bind  for  heav’n. 

Fit  off’rings  to  the  altar  bring, 

Spouse  of  the  Lord,  for  Christ  our  King. 

“Glad  tidings,”  Church  of  God ! proclaim ; 
Thy  watchmen ; bid  them  lift  the  voice, 
That  all  may  know  the  Saviour’s  Name, 
And  in  His  Name  rejoice. 

Zion,  break  forth  in  songs  anew ; 

“ The  Lord  His  holy  arm  makes  bare 
And  scatters  blessings,  as  the  dew, 


In  answer  to  thy  prayer. 

Cry,  watchmen!  cry  aloud,  nor  cease 
To  tell  us  of  the  Prince  of  Peace. 
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Church  of  the  living  Grod ! display 
Thy  light  of  Love,  from  pole  to  pole ; 
Till  darkness  shineth  as  the  day 
On  every  living  soul. 

Speed  on ! bid  thy  true  sons  express 
Thy  truth,  thy  mysteries  reveal ; 

Tell  how  thy  healing  waters  bless, — 

The  Saviour’s  mystic  seal. 

Teach  thy  “ commission’d  ones”  to  be, 

O Grod ! true  messengers  from  Thee. 


11 
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ADVENT. 

“ And  the  glory  of  the  Lord  shall  be  revealed,  and  all  flesh 
shall  see  it  together.” — Isa.  xl.  5. 

Hail  ! joyous  Advent ! God’s  eternal  Son 

Conies  with  the  dove  of  Peace  to  bless  the  earth ; 
Lo ! in  a manger  lies  the  Holy  One ; 

The  star-lit  sky 
Breathes  melody, 

While  angel-hosts  proclaim  to  man  His  birth. 

0,  mystery  sublime  ! “ God  manifest 

Unfathom’d  to  the  highest  seraph’s  view; 

The  World’s  Creator  comes  in  mortal  vest, 

To  raise  again 
From  sin’s  domain, 

To  bless  redeem,  and  to  create  anew. 

He,  He  who  wears,  of  right,  the  diadem 

Of  glory  and  of  might  in  heav’n  most  high, 
Becomes  “a  little  child,”  in  Bethlehem, 

In  lowliness, 

And  holiness, 

To  teach  us  how  to  live,  and  how  to  die. 
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Hail,  to  the  Holy  One ! whose  love  hath  brought 
God’s  proffer’d  mercy ; made  us  sons  again ; 
Who  for  His  rebel  ones  salvation  wrought: 

Meet  off’rings  bring 
To  Him,  our  King; 

The  Prince  eternal  of  our  Peace ! Amen. 
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THE  NATIVITY. 

“ Arise,  shine  ; for  thy  Light  is  come.” — Isaiah. 

He  comes!  the  Holy  of  the  prophetic  page, 
“The  Father  of  the  Everlasting  Age.” 

In  humbleness  a child,  the  Lord  descends, 
And,  lo ! a glorious  retinue  attends, 

“The  Wonderful”  to  hail,  their  King  proclaim, 
And  render  homage  to  Messiah’s  Name. 

All  hail!  to  us  a child  is  born; 

All  hail!  to  us  a son  is  giv’n; 

Jesus,  the  Christ,  Immanuel, 

The  Holy  One  from  heav’n. 

He  comes!  our  King,  whose  reign 
Enduring  shall  remain; 

Nor  shall  the  might  of  His  dominion  cease ; 
His  loving  rule  shall  be 
From  sea  to  utmost  sea, — 

“God  over  all,”  th’  eternal  Prince  of  Peace. 
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Israel,  lio!  “thy  light  is  come;” 

Joyous,  high  thy  banners  raise  ;* 

Bid  the  deaf  to  hear,  the  dumb 
Shout  in  joyful  songs  His  praise : 

Shout  hosannas, 

High  hosannas, 

Loud  and  long,  from  shore  to  shore, 

Forever  more. 

List,  brothers!  said  ye  not  “ The  day  is  done?” 
And  yet,  behold  each  mountain  height, 
And  lake,  and  vale,  is  bath’d  in  light, 

As  now  half  hid,  half  seen, — in  might, 

Yet  lingers,  glorious  still,  the  setting  sun. 
And  still  he  lingers  on, 

Refusing  to  go  down ; 

And  looks  a giant  gone  to  rest, 

In  armor,  on  the  mountain’s  crest. 

Ah,  ’tis  a lovely  nightfall ; fair 

As  pitying  love  o’er  frailty  bending; 

Lighting  up  the  brow  of  care, 

Hope  and  trust  with  Patience  blending. 

Behold,  behold!  lift  up  the  eye, 

See  ether  fields  of  light  on  high, 

The  splendors  of  the  golden  sky ; 


* Ps.  xx.  5. 
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Is  not  His  presence  here,  to-day, 
Jehovah’s,  as  to  Joshua? 

Look  up ! methinlcs,  the  full-orb’d  sun 
Stands  still,  as  erst  on  Gibeon  ; 
Effulgent  glows,  as  if  were  furl’d 
The  curtains  of  the  upper  world. 

He’s  gone  ; and  twilight  gray 
Scarce  veils  the  light  of  day ; 

And  not  a.  cloud  in  Palestine 
To  mar  the  vault  of  heav’n  is  seen  ; 

Nor  winds  nor  waves  their  voices  raise; 
Nor  deign  the  hungry  flocks  to  graze : 
All  nature  silent  stands,  and  seems 
As  tranquil  as  an  infant’s  dreams. 

Watchmen,  hearken!  scan  the  wold: 
W atch,  with  eager  eye,  the  fold : 
Gather  in,  and  watch  with  care 
There  are  omens  in  the  air. 

Hark ! celestial  melody, — 

Anthems  of  immortal  mind; 

Songs  of  minstrels  in  the  sky, 

As  ’twere  strains  of  triumph  high, 
Borne  on  a mighty  wind. 

Heai’ken!  now  it  swells  again, 

Sweet,  like  the  billowy  main  ; 
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Gather  in,  and  watch  with  care, 
There  are  omens  in  the  air. 


Hearken ! Now  one  voice  alone, 
Awful,  of  unearthly  tone, 

Thrilling  to  the  soul,  and  blent 
With  thunders  of  the  firmament. 
And  now,  again 
A gentler  strain ; 

It  was  a Seraph  swept  the  lyre, 

In  swift- wing’d  flight  from  pole  to  pole ; 
And  coals  from  off  the  altar  fire 

Had  touch’d  the  lips,  and  rapt  the  soul : 
“ Fear  not ; this  day  is  born  to  you 
The  Royal  Branch,  of  Jesse’s  stem ; 

And  ye  the  Faithful  one,  and  True, 

Shall  find  at  Bethlehem.” 


W atchmen,  hearken  ! list  again  •; 

Look ! in  spotless  vestures  white, 
Hosts  on  hosts  take  up  the  strain : 
Hosts  on  hosts,  in  golden  light, 
Radiant  on  the  brow  of  night, 
Tune  their  harps,  and  hither  come 
As  legions  of  the  Holy  One. 

List ! loud  anthems  rend  the  sky : 

“ Glory  to  our  God  most  high : 
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Peace  to  earth  henceforth ; and  then, 

Tidings  glad,  good  will  to  men.” 

List,  0,  Israel ! lend  the  ear, 

Angels  stoop  the  song  to  hear; 

“ Lo ! the  Son  of  God  is  come, 

Death  destroy’d,  and  vict’ry  won ; 

Age  to  age  henceforth  shall  tell 
The  triumphs  of  Immanuel.” 

Look ! they  gather  from  afar, 

Hosts,  around  a wondrous  star ; 

Myriads  come  in  bright  array, 

Chanting  as  they  wing  their  way, 

“ Joy,  for  tidings  glad  are  giv’n, 

Love  Supreme  descends  from  heav’n.” 

******* 

’Tis  calm  as  holy  Sabbath ; they  are  gone ; 
But,  io ! that  wondrous  star  is  not  withdrawn ; 
High  in  mid-heav’n  it  beams,  and  stands  alone, 
Over  the  manger-bed  of  God’s  own  Son. 

Israel,  ho  ! “ Thy  light  is  come  ;” 

Joyous,  high  thy  banners  raise ; 

Bid  the  deaf  to  hear,  the  dumb 
Shout  in  triumph-songs  His  praise : 
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Shout  hosannas, 

High  hosannas, 

Loud  and  long  from  shore  to  shore, 

Forever  more. 

And  now  a pause : a silence,  full  and  deep, 

As  when  the  laws  of  Nature,  yielding,  stand, 
With  awful  rev’rence : or,  with  impulse  sweep, 
Guided  in  might  by  their  great  Master’s  hand. 

******* 

******* 

They’re  gone : One  star  alone 
Bests  o’er  the  Holy  One. 

And,  lo ! that  guiding  star  hath  led 
The  Sages  to  the  manger-bed : 

See ! they  worship  there,  and  bring 
Off ’rings  to  the  new-born  King; 

Boyal  treasures,  incense  free, 

Spice  and  gold  of  Araby. 

Thus,  0 earth,  “ thy  Light  is  come,” 
Guiding  the  lone  wand’rer  home : 

This  Light  Divine 
Shall  rise  and  shine, 

With  healing  pow’r,  from  zone  to  zone, 

To  save  wherever  Man  is  known ; 
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Shall  onward  speed ; on,  onward  still, 
With  meek-eyed  love,  and  moral  sway, 
Till  glory  all  the  world  shall  fill, 

And  darkness  pass  away. 

Sons  of  the  living  God,  lift  up  the  eye, 
With  vision  bright ; 

“ The  lasting  gates”  above  are  lifted  high 
In  heav’n’s  own  light. 

All  hail,  God’s  chosen ! come  and  bring 
More  than  the  Magi’s  offering ; 

More  than  myrrh,  frankincense,  gold ; 
More  than  royal  gems  untold ; 

More  than  Nature  yields,  or  Art; — 
Bring  the  offerings  of  the  heart. 

Lift  the  heart,  and  bend  the  knee 
To  the  incarnate  Deity. 

Israel,  ho  ! “ thy  light  is  come 
Joyous,  high  thy  banners  raise ; 

Bid  the  deaf  to  hear ; the  dumb 
Shout  in  triumph-songs  His  praise : 
Shout  hosannas, 

High  hosannas, 

Loud  and  long  from  shore  to  shore, 

Forever  more. 
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THE  CRUCIFIXION. 

Behold  the  King  of  Glory  meekly  bearing 

The  cross,  accurs’d ; thorn-crown’d  his  lofty  brow ; 
Who,  as  a God,  “ the  seamless  robe”  is  wearing, 
Type  of  the  Church ; the  cross  its  symbol  now. 

See ! “ the  two  thieves,”  condemn’d,  are  bound  beside 
Him, 

As  if  contempt  were  His,  and  equal  shame ; 

And  with  foul  blasphemy  His  foes  deride  Him, 

And  falsely  vilify  the  Sacred  Name. 

Hark,  Israel ! weep  : the  Pharisees  are  railing ; 

Rome’s  pagan  soldiery  their  spears  display ; 

And  passers-by  the  Lord  of  Life  are  hailing, 

“ King  of  the  Jews,  come  down !”  thy  sceptre  sway. 

0,  Israel,  weep ! hail  not  with  scorn  and  malice, 
Mocking  with  scarlet  robes  the  Holy  One; 

Woe,  that  with  gall  thou  minglest  thus  the  chalice, 
And  bidd’st  come  down,  reviling,  God’s  own  Son. 
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Hark ! on  the  ear  a voice  most  lovely  breaketh, 

“ Father,  forgive ; they  know  not  what  they  do.” 
He  bows ; “ ’tis  finished earth’s  foundation  quaketh 
Old  things  are  pass’d  away  and  all  is  new. 

Behold  the  cross ! behold,  behold  it  beareth, 

For  healing  of  the  nations,  “bread  from  heav’n;” 
So  the  Redeemer  for  His  people  careth, 

So  hath  in  love  the  hope  of  glory  giv’n. 

Joy  for  the  nations ! joy ! henceforth,  forever, 

The  cross  our  token  be,  our  holy  sign ; 

And  be  hosannas  high,  and  ceasing  never, 

To  Him  the  Crucified,  our  Lord  Divine. 
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EASTER-DAY. 

“He  is  risen,  as  he  said.” 

The  angel’s  face  “like  lightning”  shone, 
As  stood  he  there,  with  mission  high, 
Before  the  seal’d  sepulchral  stone 
On  consecrated  Calvary. 

Now  trembling  earth’s  foundations  move ; 

With  fearful  awe  the  mountains  nod  ; 
And,  rent  with  throes  mysterious,  prove 
The  presence  of  the  living  God. 

Behold ! the  stone  is  roll’d  away ; 

Within  the  tomb,  in  robes  of  white 
Two  angels  stand  in  bright  array, 

And  tell  us  of  the  Infinite ! 

“ He’s  ris’n ! the  Lord  is  ris’n,”  they  cried ; 
“ He  is  not  here !”  the  Holy  One, 

The  Lord  of  life,  the  crucified, 

“ Is  ris’n  !”  God’s  work  of  love  is  done. 
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And  swiftly  now  the  faithful  few 
With  joy  the  glorious  tidings  spread, 
And  tell,  that  He  the  only  True, 

“ Our  Christ,  is  ris’n  from  the  dead.” 

Sons  of  the  Church,  with  them  unite ; 
Shout  the  glad  song  from  sea  to  sea; 

“ The  Lord  is  ris’n,”  and  brought  to  light 
The  Life,  and  Immortality. 

The  robe  of  white  put  on  to-day, 

As  pure  as  wear  the  saints  above; 
Arise,  and  grateful  homage  pay, 

And  sing  the  risen  Saviour’s  love. 

“ The  Lord  is  ris’n  !”  The  anthem  raise 
In  songs  of  joy,  in  triumph  high; 

“ The  Lord  is  ris’n !’”  be  thanks  and  praise 
For  God’s  great  love  on  Calvary. 
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THE  ASCENSION. 

“ While  they  beheld,  he  was  taken  up ; and  a cloud  received 
him  out  of  their  sight.” — Acts  i. 

Upon  the  mount  the  Master  stands 
And  blesses,  with  uplifted  hands, 

His  chosen  ones,  his  faithful  few ; 

While  yet  he  spake,  with  wond’ring  eyes 
They  saw  the  Lord  of  life  arise, 

In  glory  through  the  nether  skies, 

Till,  cloud-pavilion’d,  hidden  from  their  view. 

But,  still,  upon  mount  Olivet 
Two  angels  meekly  tarry  yet, 

His  -witnesses,  in  robes  of  white ; 

“Why  gaze  ye  up  to  heav’n  ?”  they  say. 

“As  ye  have  seen  the  Lord,  to-day 
Pass  from  us  on  the  clouds,  away, 

So  shall  he  come  in  majesty  and  might.” 

Jesus  ascends : the  hosts  on  high 
“ Salvation,  and  hosanna”  cry, 

“ 0,  Prince  of  Peace  !”  in  loftiest  lay  ; 
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“ Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  gates  above, 

Ye  everlasting  gates  of  love; 

For  now  descends  the  mystic  Dove, 

With  dews  of  heav’n  that  ne’er  shall  pass  away.” 

And  yet  the  wond’ring  hosts  exclaim, 

“ Who  is  the  glorious  king  ? His  Name  ? 

The  Lord  of  Life,  the  Holy  One ; 

The  Christ;  the  Lord  most  high  is  He, 

All  glorious  from  Eternity, 

Whose  love  hath  set  his  people  free ; 

The  very  God ; God’s  own  eternal  Son.” 

“ Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  gates ; give  way ! 

Your  homage  to  the  Conqueror  pay, 

God  over  all,  the  Lord  comes  in : 

He  comes,  he  comes,  the  Prince  of  Peace ; 

Nor  shall  his  reign  of  glory  cease, 

But,  endless,  age  to  age  increase; 

Victor  triumphant  over  death  and  sin.” 

Y e seraphs ! tune  your  harps,  and  tell 
The  triumphs  of  Immanuel  ; 

Around  the  throne  adoring  stand. 

Ye  hosts  of  light!  exulting  raise 
Your  anthems  of  immortal  praise, 

On  golden  chords,  in  loftiest  lays, 

To  Him,  co-equal  known,  at  God’s  right  hand. 
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WHITSUNTIDE. 


“ And  there  appeared  unto  them  cloven  tongues,  like  as  of  fire, 
and  it  sat  upon  each  of  them.” — Acts  ii. 


Eternal  One!  Thou  Holy  Ghost, 

Whose  glory  shone  at  Pentecost ; 

Giver  of  life!  descend  in  might. 

Come  Thou,  if  not  with  “ tongues  of  fire,” 
Yet  come ; the  living  soul  inspire 
With  grace  of  Thy  celestial  light. 

0,  come  Thou  from  Thy  holy  place, 

With  all  Thy  plenitude  of  grace, 

To  us,  as  to  Christ’s  flock  of  old, 

Who  symbols  of  Thy  presence  saw, 

When  all  Thy  wond’rous  works,  with  awe, 
The  nations  to  the  nations  told. 
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Spirit  of  Truth  ! Almighty  known  ; 
Thou  Paraclete,  on  mercy’s  throne, 

The  Saviour’s  promis’d  mystic  Dove ; 
Be  with  us,  Holy  one,  to-day, 

Thy  renovating  pow’r  display, 

And  heal  and  fill  the  soul  with  love. 

Come,  as  the  Saviour  said,  to  bless ; 
Exalt  the  King  of  Righteousness ; 

Reveal  Thy  saving  truth  in  might : 
0,  with  the  fold  of  Christ  abide, 

Its  teacher,  comforter,  and  guide, 

Thou  giver  of  Celestial  Light! 
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THE  CROSS. 


“ Take  up  the  cross,  and  follow  Me.” 


Hail  to  the  Cross ! The  holy  sign 
In  which  “Truth,  Mercy  meet,”  to  bless; 

The  symbol  of  Thy  love  divine, 

Thou  King  of  Righteousness. 

Hail  to  the  Cross!  The  armor-shield 
Upon  the  Christian  bosom  set ; 

The  watchword  of  his  battle-field, 

And  victory’s  coronet. 

Blest  emblem ! be  it  graven  now 
Upon  the  soul  in  beams  of  light ; 

And  borne  upon  the  heart  and  brow, 

A signet  of  the  Infinite. 

Him  not  a shade,  mar  not  a line 
Of  glory  blazon’d  in  mid-air, 

Which  the  rapt  eye  of  Constantine 
E’er  saw,  or  fancied  there. 
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And  ever  be  it  in  the  van 

Of  conflict  here,  a banner  broad ; 
The  symbol  of  our  love  to  man, 
And  fealty  to  God. 
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EYE  OF  ALL  SAINTS. 

It  is  a custom  of  the  Moravians,  I believe,  and  of  at  least  a portion 
of  the  Roman  Church,  to  visit  the  graves  of  their  departed  relatives 
and  friends,  on  the  Eve  of  all  Saints,  bearing  torches  and  wax-lights, 
and  strewing  fresh  flowers  upon  their  resting-place,  as  a memorial  of 
affection,  and  as  emblems  of  immortal  Hope. 

At  the  three  great  cemeteries  at  Paris,  this  year,  there  were  more 
than  four  hundred  thousand  visitors. 


I. 

I passed  the  place  of  graves, 

As  Night  her  mantle  spread, 

And  veil’d  with  dim  and  shad’wy  forms 
The  City  of  the  Dead. 

And  not  a voice  was  heard, 

Save  the  tinklings  of  the  rill ; 

Or  the  cricket’s  chirp,  or  the  wind’s  low  sigh, 
Or  song  of  the  whip-poor-will. 


II. 

Brief  space,  and  I repass’d; 

The  dark-brow’d  shades  had  fled ; 
And  the  voices  came,  as  if  again 
Were  graves  untenanted. 
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And  now  beam’d  forth  the  light 
Of  the  wax,  or  torches,  thrown 
On  the  holy  cross,  or  the  floral  gifts, 
On  the  mound  and  sculptur’d  stone. 


hi. 

There  many  a throbbing  heart, 

By  love,  kin,  friendship,  led, 

In  prayer  kneel’d  down  and  strew’d  fresh  flow’rs, 
Memorials  of  the  dead. 

Old  moss-clad  graves  grew  young, 

As  they  bloom’d  to  friendship’s  eye; 

And  heav’n’s  own  “ light  of  love”  seem’d  blent 
With  a human  sympathy. 


IV. 


Methought,  God’s  blessing  there 
Shed  balm  for  the  weeper’s  sigh ; 

And  told  us  of  more  than  a mortal  life, 
Of  an  after-life  on  high. 

That  bade  the  yearning  soul 
Grasp  the  ladder  from  above, 

Which  Jacob  in  a vision  saw, 

With  its  golden  rounds  of  love. 
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Y. 

The  waxen  lights  are  gone; 

And  again  Nights’  mantle  spread 
As  a pall  upon  the  worshippers, 
The  cross,  the  flow’rs,  the  dead. 
And  “ All  Saints’  Eve”  is  done, 
And  its  consecrated  hours ; 

But  holiest  memories  remain 
Of  hope’s  immortal  flow’rs. 


s. 
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MISERERE. 

Miserere  ! miserere  1 
Sin-sick,  heavy-laden,  weary, 

Lord  of  life,  we  bend  the  knee, 
Lifting  np  the  heart  to  Thee, 

In  Thy  love,  0 Lord  our  Grod, 
Chasten  us  with  Mercy’s  rod; 

Turn  Thou  from  our  sins  Thy  face, 
And,  by  Thine  Almighty  grace, 
Change  the  heart,  renew  to  Thee 
Penitence  and  Charity. 

Wash  us,  cast  us  not  away; 

Be  Thy  presence  joy  to  day; 

Open  Thou  our  lips,  and  raise 
Heart  and  soul  to  Thee  in  praise; 
So  shall  be  the  sacrifice 
Thou  in  love  wilt  not  despise; 

For,  the  contrite  heart  alone 
Finds  acceptance  at  thy  throne. 

Miserere. 

* 
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Miserere  ! — Help  to  slum 
Temp  tings  of  the  Evil  One; 

All  that  wears  the  stain  of  sin, 

Ills  without  and  ills  within; 

Envy,  malice,  hatred,  pride, 

Thrusting  charity  aside. 

Save  us  from  the  tinsel  dress, 

Liv’ry  of  self-righteousness. 

Save  from  falsehood’s  treacnrous  wile, 
Winning  with  deceitful  smile. 

Save  us  from  Ambition  high, 

Making  man  a Deity ; 

Whisp’ring,  “Ye  are  gods,  and  ye 
Each  may  his  Sole  Saviour  be; 

Each  on  moral  wings  may  rise 
Self-supported  to  the  skies.” 

0 our  Father,  God,  impart 
Faith  on  Thee,  and  change  the  heart. 
Miserere. 

Miserere!  Holy  One, 

Thou,  God’s  own  eternal  Son, 

Teach  us  how  the  heart  to  keep, 

How  to  “weep  with  them  that  weep;” 

How  thy  children  we  may  bless, 

Joying  in  their  happiness. 

Guide  us,  teach  us  how  to  shun 

Error’s  devious  ways,  and  run, 

12 
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Guided  with  Thy  truth  and  grace, 
Manfully  the  Christian  race. 

Jesus,  bow  the  stubborn  will, 

Ours  with  thine  own  Spirit  fill. 

Be  they  on  the  willows  hung, 

Slander  vile,  and  envy’s  tongue, 

Foul  revenge,  despair,  distrust, 

Progeny  of  sin  accurst ; 

Till  their  legion  hosts  shall  go 
To  their  fitting  place  below. 

Miserere. 

Miserere  ! Prince  of  Peace, 

Bid  the  warring  passions  cease; 

Mammon- worship,  mammon  strife, 

Bigot  hate,  and  faithless  life ; 

Folly,  error,  cant,  and  pride, 

Living,  moving  side  by  side; 

Sect  intolerance,  that  cries 
“We’re  the  holy,  we  the  wise,” 

And,  in  pride,  “ love’s  robe”  has  thrown 
O’er  its  naked  self  alone; 

And,  unfitting  to  the  day, 

Casts  the  ancient  creed  away. 

Miserere ! sad  and  weary, 

Heavy  laden,  miserere! 
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Jesus,  Saviour,  from  on  high 
Send  thy  grace  to  purify  : 

Father!  in  thy  courts  above 
Veil  Thy  Justice  with  Thy  Love. 
Miserere. 
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BIRTH-DAY  HYMN:  ’33. 

Where’er  my  feet  have  trod. 
Hath  shone  the  love  of  God, 
From  sun  to  sun. 

Father!  to  Thee  I raise 
My  inmost  soul  in  praise, 

Thou  Holy  One ! 

0,  Lord  of  Life!  thine  arm 
My  shield  hast  been  from  harm 
Mid  hopes  and  fears. 

Thy  mercies  manifold 
More  rich  than  gems  and  gold, 
Have  crown’d  my  years. 

Thou  speakest,  Lord,  the  word, 
And  the  Destroyer’s  sword 

Smote  home  and  hearth ; 
Yet  ever  didst  thou  send 
Good  angels,  to  attend 

And  cheer  my  path. 
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Lord,  God!  my  faith  increase, 
My  love,  my  joy,  my  peace, 
Till  life  be  done. 

Jesus,  to  Thee  I raise 
My  inmost  soul  in  praise, 
Thou  Holy  One. 
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/ 

BENEDICTION. 

“The  grace  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,”  etc. 

Blessed  Jesus ! King  of  glory, 

Prince  of  Peace,  Redeemer,  Lord, 
Grant  thy  grace  to  us  forever; 

Bless  and  keep  us  through  Thy  word. 

Self-existent  God ! J ehovah ; 

Source  of  being;  only  wise; 

Be  Thy  love  supreme  the  altar, 

Be  our  hearts  the  sacrifice. 

And,  0 Thou  eternal  Spirit, 

As  in  Pentecostal  might, 

Fill  our  souls  with  Thy  communion, 
With  Thine  own  celestial  Light. 
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THE  LORD’S  PRAYER. 

Lord,  Grocl,  “ Our  Father !”  unto  Thee 
We  lift  the  heart  and  bend  the  knee, 

In  holiest  sacrifice  : 

0,  let  us  join  with  high  acclaim, 

Forever  “hallow’d  be  Thy  Name.” 

In  anthems  of  the  skies. 

Lord,  let  “ Thy  kingdom  come and  be 
Our  hearts  a Temple  worthy  Thee; 

Make  Thou  Thy  people  One  ; 

So  shall  “Thy  Will”  on  earth  be  known, 
As  on  Thine  everlasting  throne, 

And  here,  as  there  “ be  done.” 

“Give  us  our  daily  bread,”  as  giv’n 
By  Thee  « the  bread  of  life”  from  heav’n 
By  which  the  soul  may  live: 

“ Our  sins  forgive  ;”  Thy  children  bless ; 
Thine  image  on  our  souls  impress, 

And  teach  us  to  forgive. 
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And,  0,  let  not  temptation’s  wile, 

Nor  evils  of  tire  world  beguile, 

* To  lead  our  hearts  away ; 

But,  by  obedience  may  we  prove 
Our  sonship,  0 Thou  God  of  Love, 
And  never,  never  stray. 

For  might  and  majesty  are  Thine, 

The  kingdom,  Lord,  the  Pow’r  Divine, 
And  glory  evermore ; 

And  now  to  Thee  Amens  be  giv’n, 
By  all  the  glorious  hosts  of  heav’n, 
And  earth,  from  shore  to  shore. 
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CROWN  OF  THORNS. 

A Crown  of  Thorns,  in  mockery, 

They  placed  upon  the  Saviour’s  brow, 
Whereon  a royal  diadem, 

Of  glory  beameth  now. 

Like  Jesus,  must  His  faithful  ones, 
Would  they  the  prize,  Salvation,  win, 
Bear  patiently  the  thorny  crown 
Of  sorrow’s  discipline. 

Like  Him,  revilers  not  revile; 

Like  Bam  the  path  of  Peace  pursue ; 
Like  Him,  the  Father  ask,  “ Forgive, 
They  know  not  what  they  do.” 

So  shall  our  Master  give  to  them 

Who  bear  His  cross,  and  Him  confess, 

For  crowns  of  thorns,  a diadem, 

And  His  own  blessedness. 

12* 
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BIDDING  TO  PRAYER. 

Come  to  the  house  of  prayer ; 

The  heart’s  pure  incense  bring ; 
And  in  God’s  Holy  Temple  give 
Thyself  for  offering. 

Come,  on  the  days  of  toil  ; 

Come,  on  the  days  of  rest ; 

Come,  on  the  Church’s  holy  days, 
Come ! worship,  and  be  blest. 

The  Saviour’s  Advent  hail, 

With  grateful  sacrifice ; 

Come,  on  the  holy  Easter-morn, 

That  saw  the  Lord  arise. 

Come,  at  the  Whitsuntide, 

As  when  from  God  Most  High, 

A glorious  light,  with  tongues  of  fire, 
Came  down  to  purify. 


AND  OTHER  POEMS. 


Come,  when  the  heart  is  sad ; 

Come,  in  life’s  sunniest  day ; 

In  joy  and  grief,  in  weal  and  woe, 
Come  to  God’s  house  and  pray. 
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PRAYER  FOR  A LITTLE  CHILD. 

Father  ! may  a child,  to  Thee, 
Breathing  her  imperfect  prayer, 

Seek  Thee  here  on  bended  knee, 
Knowing  Thou  art  everywhere? 
Father ! let  Thy  grace,  to  day, 

Guide  me  mid  the  wiles  of  youth ; 
Father ! let  me  never  stray 

Wayward  from  the  paths  of  truth. 


Let  thy  loving-kindness,  Lord, 

Be  the  rule  of  life  to  me ; 

Be  the  teachings  of  Thy  Word 
Light  upon  life’s  troubled  sea. 

0,  vyilt  Thou  my  parents  bless, 
Household  kindred,  all  of  mine ; 
Teaching  Christ’s  own  gentleness, 
Making  their  affections  Thine. 
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Thy  good  Spirit,  Lord,  impart; 

Save  from  sin,  and  all  its  train; 
Change  the  will,  renew  the  heart, 

Wash  away  each  spot  and  stain. 
Write  upon  my  soul  Thy  love; 

Make  me  humble,  kind,  and  mild; 
Prideless  as  the  saints  above, 

Thine  own  meek  and  gentle  Child. 

Should  an  evil  thought  assail, 

Tempting  to  forbidden  things ; 

Should  the  conscience  seem  to  fail, 
Drooping  as  with  broken  wings ; 
h ather ! to  Thy  child  be  near, 

Give  me  duty’s  path  to  see; 

Check  the  heart  with  holy  fear 
Bid  the  rebel  thought  to  flee! 

Jesus,  Saviour,  God’s  own  Son! 

From  Thy  mercy-seat  on  high, 

Hear  Thy  little  erring  one, 

Hear  her  true  repentant  cry: 

Often  have  I sinn’d  in  thought; 

Sinn  d in  acts  of  waywardness ; 

Yet,  Thy  child  whom  Thou  hast  bought, 
With  Thy  saving  presence  bless. 
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Give  Thy  wisdom,  Lord,  to  me; 

Teach  me  my  weak  heart  to  know; 
Teach  to  give  myself  to  Thee 
As  my  truest  bliss  below. 

And,  0 Thou,  who  art  “the  Way” — 
Guide  me,  lead  me  as  thine  own ; 

Let  Thy  mercies,  day  by  day, 

Bring  me  nearer  to  Thy  throne. 
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THE  CROSS  AND  NEW  YEAR. 

ON  RECEIVING  A VOLUME  AS  A NEW  YEAR’S  GIFT,  WITH  A 
CROSS  WROUGHT  IN  THE  BOOK-MARK. 

0 “Holy  Cross,”  with  blessings  fraught, 

We  hail  thee,  as  the  sign 
Of  mysteries  surpassing  thought ; 

God’s  seal  of  love  divine. 

We  would  that  thou  should’st  usher  in 
Each  new  succeeding  year, 

Till  holier  cycles  we  begin, 

Unsullied  with  a tear. 

And  now  another  year  is  gone, 

With  freight  of  joy  and  woe ; 

Ah,  who,  of  hopes  and  loves  withdrawn, 

May  here  the  record  know? 

But,  yet,  “the  Cross”  a tower  shall  stand, 

When  sorrowing  years  shall  be 
Like  footprints  on  the  shifting  sand, 

Or  way-marks  on  the  sea. 
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0,  that,  as  standard  silver,  tried 
By  well  approv’d  assay, 

From  dross  refin’d,  and  purified 
We  might  be  found  to-day; 

And  when  our  years  of  time  are  past, 
Like  troubled  dreams  at  morn ; 

Then  may  the  “Holy  Cross,”  at  last 
The  living  soul  adorn. 

0 “ Holy  Cross !”  in  mercy  fraught 
With  blessings  from  above ; 

Surpassing  even  angels’  thought, 

The  finish’d  work  of  Love; 

May  we  at  last  the  Master’s  voice 
With  deep  thanksgivings  hear, 

And  all  the  lov’d  of  earth  rejoice, 
Through  an  Eternal  Year. 
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WHAT  IS  LOVE? 

“What  is  Love?”  The  light  of  morn, 
Glowing  with  its  golden  hues, 

Telling  that  the  day  is  born, 

Fragrant  with  its  gentle  dews. 

I 

’Tis  the  atmosphere  of  heav’n; 

Symbol  of  immortal  youth, 

Pure  and  calm  as  sabbath  ev’n ; 

’Tis  the  sister-twin  of  Truth ; 

Such  is  Love. 

And  what  is  Truth?  It  is  the  word, 

The  signet  of  creation’s  Lord. 

A holy  gem,  with  mercy  set 
In  the  eternal  coronet. 

Both  in  the  crown  of  glory  shine, 

Unfading  attributes,  Divine. 

And  yet  one  gem,  all  else  above, 

With  radiance  glows,  supreme  alone ; 

The  everlasting  jewel  love, 

The  hallowing  light  of  God’s  eternal  throne. 
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“GOD  IS  LOVE.”  1 

God,  Thou  art  Love:  Thine,  boundless  grace, 
And  truth  immutable  Thy  throne : 

God,  Thou  art  love ; all  time  and  space 
Thine  infinite  perfections  own. 

Thou,  God  of  hosts ! in  Love  hast  giv’n 
Thy  peace  through  Thine  incarnate  Son; 

In  love  Thy  Spirit  guides  to  heav’n, 

0 Thou  all  gracious  Holy  One! 

Spirit  of  Truth!  descend,  impart 

Thy  beams  of  light,  in  sapphire-blaze;* 

Illume  the  Soul,  and  make  the  heart 
A temple  fitted  to  Thy  praise. 

For  Thou,  O God,  art  Love  Divine; 

God,  Thou  art  love!  and  truth  Thy  throne; 

God,  Thou  art  love ; all  praise  be  Thine, 

0,  holy,  holy,  holy  One! 


* Prophet  Ezekiel. 
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GOD’S  VINEYARD. 

Jesus,  Saviour,  living  Vine ; 

Jesus,  “ bread  of  life”  most  holy ; 

Jesus,  Prince  of  Peace  divine, 

Make  tky  “ branches”  meek  and  lowly. 
Jesus,  Master,  Thou  hast  giv’n 
Teachings  high  of  truth  supernal ; 
Messages,  and  gifts  from  heav’n, 

Signets  all  of  love  eternal. 

And,  through  love  alone,  may  we 
Find  acceptance,  Lord,  with  Thee. 

“ Branches  of  the  Vine  are  ye,” 

(Spakest  Thou,  as  man  spake  never,) 
“Yet,  save  ye  abide  in  Me, 

Perish  must  the  branch  forever. 

Bide  in  me,  in  holy  trust; 

Light  shall  beam  on  error’s  blindness ; 
Live  in  patience  of  the  just; 

Live  in  love,  fraternal  kindness ; 

So  shall  ye,  my  faithful  ones, 

Brethren  be,  Priests,  Kings,  and  Sons. 
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“ Evils  flee  ; of  sin  beware, 

Strong  in  faith,  in  truth,  and  duty; 
Then,  my  ‘ branches’  fruit  shall  bear, 
Perfect  in  its  moral  beauty. 

In  my  Father’s  house  above, 

In  the  many  mansions,  holy, 
Through  the  royal  gates  of  Love, 
Enter  they,  the  meek  and  lowly. 
There  the  pure  in  heart  shall  see 
God’s  Vineyard  of  Eternity.” 
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ODE  TO  DEATH. 

Pale  Angel  of  tlie  shadowy  land ! 

With  sable  plume  and  cypress  wreath, 
Brief,  brief  the  sway  of  thy  command, 
And  vain  thy  bootless  triumph,  Death! 
For  not  to  thee 
The  victory ; 

Thy  realm  is  but  the  haven-port, 

The  “many  mansions’”  outer  court. 

Y ain  thing  art  thou ! a spectral  shade ; 

A cloud,  an  interposing  screen ; 

A misty  veil,  that  Sin  hath  made 
’Twixt  earth  and  heav’n  to  intervene. 
And  thou  dost  bring 
On  raven-wing 

Thy  message.  Then  dost  pass  away, 
Like  mist  before  the  op’ning  day. 
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Come  as  thou  wilt : with  tempest-sweep, 
Or,  gently  on  the  zephyr  breeze; 

Calm  as  the  vale  where  moonbeams  sleep, 
Or  like  the  surge  of  troubled  seas ; 
With  gentle  sigh, 

Or  frowning  eye; 

Howe’er  thy  mien,  whate’er  thy  rod, 
Thou  leadest  home  the  saint  to  God. 

Friend  of  the  weary ! brief  thy  sway, 
And  worthless  all  thy  spoils  to  thee ; 
The  Christian  warrior  wins  the  day'; 

Thy  power  but  sets  the  Spirit  free : 

No  fetters  bind 
Immortal  mind ; 

From  thy  domain  it  takes  its  flight, 

In  freedom,  to  the  realms  of  Light. 


fti  |$Umanam: 
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FEANCES. 


-<ET.  SIXTEEN  MONTHS. 

Ah,  how  wild  the  winds,  and  dreary ! 

Fierce ! an  Evil  Spirit’s  breath ! 
Bearing  on  their  wings  the  mildew; 
Breathing  the  dread  blight  of  death 

Angel  dark ! why  hither  speeding, 

0 er  the  sinless  one,  in  wrath  ? 

Ah,  the  loveliest  plant  must  perish, 

In  the  fell  Destroyer’s  path. 

Gone,  so  gone,  thou  first-fruit,  holy, 

1 eajstces  to  thy  Lord’s  embrace ; 
Gather’d,  garner’d,  gentle  lambkin, 

Gone  to  sing  redeeming  grace. 

From  our  fire-side  tree  first  taken ; 

First  the  second  branch  is  riv’n; 

Thou  whose  bud  was  here  scarce  open 

Bloomest  in  the  light  of  heav’n. 

I *> 
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Ah,  those  winds  so  wild  and  dreary, 
Not  an  evil  spirit’s  breath ; 

Zephyrs  they,  from  wings  of  angels, 
Breathing  on  the  blight  of  death. 


AND  OTHER  POEMS. 
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ABBY. 

1827:  MS.  FIFTEEN  YEARS. 

She  faded,  alas ! in  her  girlhood, 

Like  the  balmy  Spring  away  ; 

Or  the  dew  of  the  morning  in  Summer, 
That  scarce  waits  the  op’ning  day. 

And  so  have  I seen  in  the  forest, 

The  wind-flower  lift  its  blue  eye; 

While  only  the  Spring-tide  may  cherish, 
Or  bear  on  its  bosom  to  die. 

And  so  blooms  the  sweet  water-lily, 

With  its  foliage  on  the  wave ; 

There  kissing  the  sun  with  its  fragrance, 
It  smiles  o er  its  watery  grave. 

Ah,  lovely,  most  beautiful  symbols, 

Meek  teachers  of  wisdom  high ; 

That  tell,  though  the  blossom  may  perish, 
The  germ  shall  revive  in  the  sky. 
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They  speak  of  realms  fairer  and  brighter; 

Of  mansions  of  glory  above ; 

And  seem  like  God’s  messengers,  smiling 
Around  us  in  token  of  love. 

When  thee,  my  first-born,  I committed 
To  earth,  cold  earth,  with  a sigh; 

I wept  not,— how  could  I?  for,  sorrow 
Reached  not  from  its  depths  to  the  eye. 

Tis  past ; oh,  ’tis  past  1 and  the  fountains 
Of  grief,  suppress’d  at  the  first, 

Are  now  gushing  forth,  like  the  waters 
That  have  their  strong  barriers  burst. 

For  now  do  I go  where  thou  sleepest, 

With  footfalls  silent  and  slow; 

And,  bowing  the  spirit,  in  silence 
My  tears  to  thy  memory  flow. 

Thou  didst  “fade  as  a leaf,”  in  thy  girlhood, 
From  this  changeful  clime,  my  child; 

For  how  could  so  lovely  a flower 

Meet,  scathless,  the  winds  rude  and  wild? 

But  now  thou  hast  gone  to  thy  sky-home, 
Since  gently  thy  hands  press’d  mine ; 

And  though  to  my  soul  here  most  lovely, 
There,  there,  thou  art  almost  divine. 
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ANNA  MARIA. 

1831:  WIFE  AND  MOTHER  A2T.  FORTY-TWO. 

Art  here  again,  0 Death?  The  Mother  gone? 
So,  from  the  golden  chain  of  our  affections, 
Another  link  is  brok’n.  "W eep,  weep  with  us  I 
But  not  with  measur’d  cadence  of  a sigh, 

And  tears  of  courtesy.  No ! not  with  these ; 

Nor  yet  with  sable  weeds,  the  garniture 
Alike  of  sorrow  and  of  feign’d  regret, 

That  pride  may  wear  and  folly.  No,  ah,  no ! 

But  be  our  grief  all  hallow’d ; even  such 
As  sorrow  wears,  when  memory  goes  forth 
Cloth’d  in  white  garments  of  celestial  Hope, 

And  looks  beyond  the  shadowy  scenes  of  Time ; 
Foil  wing  the  departed,  though  with  tears, 

To  the  true  home  above  of  Blessedness. 

Consumption,  wan ! how  gently  didst  thou  come ; 
With  faith,  and  hope,  and  love,  blest  visitants, 
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Attending  thy  pale  track ; as  if,  from  lieav’n, 
They  came  on  angels’  wings,  to  fit  the  soul 
For  the  life  present;  yet  with  voices  sweet 
Chanting  the  great  Hereafter. 

Wan  disease! 

If  such  thy  teachings,  such  thy  visitants, 

Be  thou  to  me  a messenger  of  love, 

And  lead  me  gently  to  my  Father’s  house, 

In  Grod’s  good  time. 

Faith,  hope,  and  love,  be  mine 
The  three  that  here  abide  in  Christ’s  own  Name, 
Till,  in  the  courts  on  high  Love  reigns  supreme; 
The  three,  whose  light  the  valley  dark  illumine, 
And  to  the  soul  speak  peace;  be  mine,  be  mine 
Love,  as  the  vital  spark  to  Hope  is  life, 
Whate’er  the  scenes  on  earth  of  strife  or  woe ; 
Just  as  “the  water-lily  lives  and  thrives, 

Whose  root  is  fix’d  in  stable  earth,  whose  head 
Floats  on  the  tossing  waves.” 

’Tis  nightfall ; and  the  twilight  gray 
Puts  on  her  fleecy,  silv’ry  veil; 

The  golden  beams  of  parting  day 
Now  fade  on  the  horizon  pale; 

Yet  shall  the  Morning  break  again, 

In  glory,  over  hill  and  plain. 
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HELEN. 


1 843:  AIT.  TWENTY-THREE  YEARS. 

Gently  tread ; she  sleepeth : 

Strew  with  flowers  her  bier: 

’Tis  a “spirit  watch”  that  keepeth 
Holiest  vigils  here. 

See ! it  is  holy  ground ; 

An  altar-place,  between 
Earth’s  fitful  storms,  and  heav’n’s  profound, 
Unchangeable,  serene. 

Tread  gently ; hark ! a voice 
Like  music  of  the  spheres: 

“Hail!  sister-spirit,  hail!  rejoice, 

Rise  from  thy  vale  of  tears. 

“ Come  hither,  wearied  one  ! 

Come  to  the  myriads  blest: 

’Tis  finish’d  now ; thy  work  is  done ; 

Come,  Spirit,  to  thy  rest. 
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“Joy.  there’s  a rest  above; 

Life,  after  life,  on  high; 

A rest  from  Sin,  a life  of  love, — 

It  is  not  death  to  die. 

“ Spirit ! fear  not  to  come  ; 

Lol  Jesus  calleth  thee; 

Plume,  plume  thy  wings  for  thy  true  home, 
Por  immortality.” 

So  seem’d  the  chant  to  flow, 

Bland  as  the  Zephyr’s  breath  : 

What  seek  we  more  on  earth  to  know, 
Than  blessedness  in  death? 

Garments  of  praise  put  on  ; 

Kiss  we  the  chast’ning  rod; 

And  weep  not  for  the  dear  one  gone 
Hence  to  her  rest  in  God. 
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MARY. 

1845:  AST.  TWENTY  YEARS. 

She  gently  whispered  as  her  spirit  passed  away : “ I’m  passing 

through  the  Red  Sea.” 

Through  the  Red  Sea  I pass ; 

The  parted  waters  stand, 

Like  crystal  tow’rs  of  beauteous  hues, 

A wall,  on  either  hand. 

Receive,  Thou  Holy  One, 

My  spirit  unto  Thee; 

0,  say  Thou  to  the  waves,  “Be  still:” 

I’m  passing  through  the  sea. 

I’m  passing  through:  behold 

The  fiery  pillar  there ; 

And  spirits  bathing  in  its  light, 

And  hymning  in  the  air. 

13* 
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They  are  beyond  the  flood: 

They  call, — they  hail  me  home : 

I go;  I flee  to  the  Promis’d  Land; 

0 God  of  love,  I come. 

Aye,  swift  as  on  the  wings 
Of  the  resistless  wind, 

I pass;  and  darkness  rests,  alone 
Upon  the  cloud  behind. 

****** 

Why  weep  for  thee,  lov’d  one? 

So  didst  thou  pass  away, 

As  melts  the  cloudless  glowing  dawn 
Into  the  perfect  day. 

Why  weep  for  thee?  whose  life 
Had  never  caus’d  a sigh? 

’Twere  blessedness  for  thee  to  live, 
More  blessed  still  to  die. 
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JANE. 

1 846:  .32  T.  THIRTY  YEARS. 

“I  am  happy,”  she  said;  “0,  most  happy.  ‘My  heart  and  my 
strength  faileth ; hut  God  is  the  strength  of  my  heart  and  my  portion 
forever.’  And  now,  dear  Father,  lay  thee  by  my  side,  and  bless  me  ; 
for  so  would  I pass  away.” 

Hast  thou  not  seen  the  setting  sun 
In  glory  sink  to  rest? 

And  bathe  with  mellow’d  beams  of  light, 

The  vale,  and  mountain’s  crest? 

So  may  the  ransom’d  spirit  smile, 

So  gild  its  pathway  hence ; 

So  meek-eyed  love,  and  trustful  hope, 

Their  mellow’d  light  dispense. 


“Joy,  Father;  blessedness  is  mine: 
Come,  lay  thee  by  my  side; 

So  would  I pass  from  thy  embrace 
To  His,  the  crucified. 
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Press,  press  my  hand  and  let  me  feel 
The  throbbing  of  thy  heart : 

There,  there ! now  breathe  on  my  cold  brow, 
And  bless  me  ere  we  part. 

“0,  how  like  swift-wing’d  messengers 
Come  mem’ries  of  the  past ! 

They  show  me,  Father,  all  my  love 
Burns  brightest  at  the  last. 

They  tell  how  thou  my  erring  ways 
Hast  watch’d  where’er  I trod, 

And,  as  a minister  of  love, 

Hast  led  me  up  to  God. 

“The  heart,  O,  how  it  beats!  quick,  faint; 

Its  vital  pow’rs  quite  spent: 

Ah,  how  the  flutt’ring  spirit  strives 
To  burst  its  tenement! 

’Tis  over : Lord,  I wing  my  way 
Where  Thou  hast  gone  before; 

Joy,  joy ! ‘ Thou  art  my  strength , 0 God, 
And  portion  evermore.’” 

She  ceas’d ; for,  with  his  icy  hand 
The  grim  death-angel  came, 

And  trac’d  on  every  lineament 
The  record  of  his  name. 
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But  brief  his  pow’r ; for,  as  I look’d 
A mightier  angel  spread 
A wreath  of  smiles, — all  written,  “peace,” 
Around  the  sleeper’s  head. 

And  thou  art  gone  to  God,  my  child ; 

Gone  to  the  higher  sphere ; 

And,  child,  we  love  thee  where  thou  art, 
More  than  we  lov’d  thee  here. 

And  be  thou,  child,  if  God  permit, 

A messenger  of  His, 

In  love  to  us,  among  the  cloud 
Of  heav’nly  witnesses. 
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EDWARD. 

1846:  jET.  twenty-eight  years. 

“ My  very  soul  is  filled  with  praise.  I would  watch  in  prayer. 
Jesus,  I wait." 

Patiently,  gratefully, 

“Jesus,  I wait  for  Thee,” 

Mighty  to  save; 

Thee,  Thou  all  glorious 
Saviour,  victorious 
Over  the  grave. 

Feeble  the  aims  of  mine, 

Mighty  the  Grace  of  Thine, 

Holy  Thy  ways : 

Help  me,  Thou  God  of  love ; 

Help  me,  Thou  heav’nly  Dove; 

Help  me  to  praise. 
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Jesus,  when  Thou  shalt  come, 
Take  Thy  frail  wand’rer  home, 
Sanctified  there : 

Patiently,  gratefully, 

Jesus,  I wait  for  thee, 
Watching  in  prayer. 
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MARY  C.  S. 

1846:  jit.  three  years. 

God  gave  us  a rich  boon,  Mary; 

Thou  wast  our  joy,  our  pride: 

God  took  away, — our  pride  was  bow’d, 
And  joy,  with  thee,  has  died. 

In  baptism’s  holy  rite,  Mary, 

We  gave  thee  back  to  God; 

We  gave  thee  back,  nor  thought  the  while 
To  feel  His  chast’ning  rod. 

Ah,  brief  thy  little  day,  Mary, 

Rough  winds  to  frosts  gave  birth, 

And  buds  of  promise,  beautiful, 

Have  perish’d  from  the  earth. 

And  thy  young  heart  is  cold,  Mary ; 

God  claims  what  we  had  giv’n : 

And  now  thou  livest,  darling  child, 

A spirit  pure  in  heav’n. 
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ANNA  MARIA  S. 


1847:  -<E  T . FIVE  YEARS. 

“Suffer  the  little  children  to  come  unto  me,  and  forbid  them 
not ; for  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  God.” 

0 Saviour,  hear  we  not  Thy  voice 
As  they  in  Palestine  ? 

When  Thou  didst  “little  children”  call 
And  take  and  bless  as  Thine  ? 

And  Thou  didst  speak,  0 Lord  of  Life, 

In  pitying  love,  and  gave 

Unto  the  sorr’wing  Mary’s  heart, 

Her  brother  from  the  grave. 

E’en  so,  0 Lord,  with  open  arms 
Thine  own  are  call’d  to  Thee: 

Lambs  of  the  fold,  “forbid  them  not,” 

0 man,  “to  come  to  Me.” 

And  Thou  from  Thy  high,  holy  place 
Dost  still  Thy  blessings  give ; 

And  take  thy  kingdom’s  jewels  hence, 

In  Thine  own  courts  to  live. 
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So,  evermore,  forever  more, 

Thou  biddest  them  to  come ; 

And  to  Thine  upper  garner  house 
Dost  gather,  gather  home. 

And  there  in  Thine  all-glorious  crown, 
Mid  jewels  undefil’d 
The  purest  “spirit-gem”  of  all 
Is  of  “ a little  child.” 
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EDWARD  C.  C. 

1854:  ilT.  ONE  TEAR. 

The  Messenger  has  come, 

To  call  the  cherub  home 

To  rest  above : ' 

I saw  no  ebon  wing 
The  lov’d  one  shadowing, 

But  God’s  own  love. 

And  beauteous  smil’d  its  mould  of  clay, 
As  the  freed  spirit  pass’d  away. 

Be  there  no  tolling  bell; 

Be  there  no  “ passing  knell,” 

For  joys  withdrawn: 

Be  there  no  wail,  to  show 
The  sorrowing  heart  its  woe, 

That  thou  art  gone ! 

0,  give  the  heart’s  warm  sympathy, 
And  not  the  world’s  cold  forms,  to  me. 
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I weep  ; and  yet  I joj. 
That  thou,  my  darling  boy, 
Art  gone  to  God : 

The  jewel  is  away ; 

The  casket  now  we  lay 
’Neath  the  cold  sod ! 
And  now  again  we  lift  the  eye 
To  the  bright  jewel  in  the  sky. 
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THE  COMING  WAVE. 

In  reverie  I mus’d  alone, 

In  sadness,  while  the  waning  day 
In  beauty  for  a moment  shone, 

And  then  in  shadows  pass’d  away. 
The  full  heart  breath’d  a sigh, 
And  tear-drops  fill’d  the  eye; 

For  fancy  painted  dark  to  me 
The  billows  of  a troubled  sea: 

A mountain  wave  upon  the  deep, 
Foam-crested,  came  with  onward  sweep, 
In  awful  might,  sublimely  grand, 

And  broke  in  fury  on  the  strand; 

And  then  the  spent  and  broken  wave 
Sang  wailing  dirges  o’er  its  grave, 

And,  in  a shroud  of  spray, 

Pass  d to  its  depths  away. 

And  then,  afar,  upon  the  tide, 

I saw  a craft,  a helpless  thing, 
Dismantled ; yet  it  seem’d  to  ride 
Uplifted  on  an  angel’s  wing. 
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Thence  came  a voice,  to  tell 
The  weepers,  “ All  is  well.” 

And  yet,  alas!  I cried,  to  me 
These  billows  of  the  troubled  sea 
Are  but  the  waters  wild,  that  o’er 
My  bosom  oft  have  swept  before. 

And  then  I heard,  the  waves  above, 

A voice  in  accents  sweet  of  love: 

Be  manful,  sorrowing  one;  the  wave, 
So  late  with  ruin  fraught,  shall  lave, 
In  gentleness  the  pilgrim’s  grave; 

And  scarce  a ripple  be 
Upon  the  late  rough  sea; 

For  she  in  trust  most  high  hath  giv’n 

Herself  to  heav’n. 

Amaz’d,  and  silent,  there  I stood, 

And  saw  the  distant  angry  flood 
In  calmness  bow;  and  bending  low 
With  gentle  undulations  flow ; 

And,  evermore, 

In  mellow  cadence  kiss  the  shore. 


August  19,  1856. 


[Ada,  the  subject  of  this  poem,  is,  we  learn,  since  gone  to  her  rest 
She  died,  September  the  8th,  aged  thirty-four  years.] 
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MY  MOTHER. 

i. 

Weep;  weep!  “The  good  die  first;” 

First  are  the  laved  ones  gone ; 

“ And  they  whose  souls  are  dry  as  summer  dust,” 
Live  on,  live  on ! 

So,  Mother!  thou  didst  fade, 

As  fades  the  mellow’d  ey’n ; 

And  seem  d on  thy  pale  brow  array’d 
The  light  of  heav’n. 

ii. 

Thus  to  the  courts  above 
Thy  spirit  fled  away  : 

0 Mother ! what  is  left  us  now  to  love, 

But  clay,  cold  clay? 

Peace,  peace,  thou  throbbing  breast ; 

Heave  not  a single  sigh  ; 

’Twas  joy,  ’twas  gain,  0 Mother  blest, 

For  thee  to  die. 
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III. 

It  seems  but  yesterday, 

I felt  thy  warm  caress ; 

When  thou  didst  teach,  in  love,  the  heart  to  pray 
In  humbleness. 

Then  didst  thou  bid  me  sleep, 

With  tearful  eye  so  mild ; 

And  pray’d  the  Merciful,  to  keep 
And  bless  thy  child. 


IY. 

O thou  to  mem’ry  dear, 

In  my  heart’s  heart  enshrin’d, 

To  soothe  and  bless  comes  not  thy  spirit  here, 
On  wings  of  wind? 

Is  not  the  veil  remov’d 
That  interpos’d  before? 

And  thou  my  guardian  made,  much  lov’d, 
Forevermore  ? 


V. 

I see  thy  mild,  meek  eye, 

Thy  smile;  I hear  thy  tone; 
Thine  image,  blessed  mother,  cannot  die, 
Though  thou  art  gone: 
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These,  and  thy  love  remain ; 

These,  as  a perfect  whole ; 

Pure,  spotless,  without  shade  or  stain 
Like  thine  own  soul. 


VI. 

Blest  Mother ! answer  now  ; 

Speak  to  thy  sorrowing  one ; 

Press  thy  soft  hands  again  upon  my  brow 
As  erst  was  done: 

Speak  thine  own  gentle  tone, 

Like  music  on  the  deep ; 

O Mother ! leave  me  not  alone, 

Alone  to  weep  I 


VII. 

Speak,  as  in  childhood  days, 

"When  all  was  joyous  here; 

0,  speak,  and  tell  me,  both  in  prayer  and  praise, 
That  thou  art  near. 

Aye,  even  now,  I feel 
Thy  breath  upon  my  cheek, 

A soothing  balm  the  heart  to  heal ; 

Speak,  Mother,  speak  f 
14 
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VIII. 

0,  love!  a Mother’s  lovel 
Unfailing,  changeless,  true; 

Boundless,  unfathom’d,  as  the  depths  above, 
And  ever  new : 

\ 

In  all  my  waywardness, 

Through  “ good  report,  and  ill 
0 Mother,  thou  didst  ever  bless, 

And  blessest  still. 


IX. 

Ah,  throbbing  heart,  be  still ! 

Let  thy  repinings  cease ; 

And  thine  own  work  of  love,  like  her,  fulfil,- 
Like  her,  in  peace: 

Like  her  shalt  thou  be  blest; 

Like  her,  to  thee  be  giv’n 
“Peace  to  the  soul,”  eternal  rest, 

The  Best  of  Heav’n. 
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MY  MOTHER’S  GRAVE. 

Come,  twilight!  spread  tliy  mantle  here ! 

And  I will  strew  the  sleeper’s  bed 
With  flow’rs,  fresh  flow’rs,  that  love  hath  train’d 
Memorials  for  the  dead. 

Hast  thou  not  seen  the  vault  of  heav’n 
Resplendent  at  the  close  of  day; 

All  glorious  as  the  track  of  spirits 
On  their  celestial  way? 

Aye,  thus  is  lighted  up  the  grave; 

My  mother’s,  who  with  boundless  trust, 

Her  spirit  gave  to  God ; and  we 
Her  body  to  the  dust. 

Should  friendship  wear  the  cypress  wreath? 

The  heart  seeks  not  the  world’s  cold  gaze: 

0,  give  me  fitting  Memories, 

The  loves  of  other  days. 
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Memories  blest! — They’re  golden  chains 
That  bind  my  heart  of  hearts  to  her; 

And  grateful  as  the  greenwood  shade 
To  the  lone  traveller. 

Ah,  who  would  mar  these  visions  fair? 
They  come  like  Summer’s  gentle  rain, 

That  verdure  gives  to  drooping  plants, 
And  bids  them  bloom  again. 

0 let  me  muse  of  lov’d  ones  gone; 

Of  parted  joys  of  “home  and  hearth;” 

Of  hopes,  communings,  sympathies, — 
Almost  too  pure  for  earth. 

And  thus  would  I with  awe  retrace 
The  waymark  mem’ries  of  the  past ; 

That  grow  with  age,  and  follow  us, 

Like  shadows,  to  the  last. 

But,  oh,  I would  not  rend  the  cloud 
That  veils  to-morrow’s  misty  way; 

Enough  for  joy,  enough  for  grief, 

Is  gray  old  yesterday. 

And  now,  if  aught  the  past  reveals 
Of  griefs  my  heart  received,  or  gave; 

They’re  gone, — as  wane  receding  sails 
Upon  the  distant  wave. 
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My  mother’s  grave  ! ’Tis  holy  ground , 
And  I would  on  its  breast  recline, 
With  whispers  soft  as  Spirits  breathe, 
Or  Pilgrims  at  a shrine. 

And,  when  at  twilight’s  pensive  hour 
Mysterious  shadows  flit  abroad, 
Intrude  not, — leave  me  here  alone 
With  Memory  and  God. 
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THE  DEAD  FLOWERS. 

The  beautiful  are  gone; 

The  frost-king  sends  his  fierce  death-angel  here, 
And  bids  him  breathe  upon  the  flow’r-clad  lawn, 
And  make  its  green  robe  sear. 

So  loveliest  blossoms  fade; 

Suns  shine  in  vain  their  beauty  to  restore ; 

Yet,  in  the  life  of  memory  they’re  made 
To  live,  forevermore. 

Thus,  to  us  all,  he  comes, 

The  dark,  grim  messenger,  with  icy  breath, 

And  breathes  upon  the  joys  of  hearths  and  homes, 
And  spreads  his  pall  of  death. 

The  beautiful  thus  fall, 

And  all  we  love,  in  this  bleak  world  of  ours; 
And  this  day’s  sunshine  but  precedes  the  pall 
That  rests  on  the  Dead  Flowers. 
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WE  SEE  THY  NAME. 

On  all  Thy  works  we  see  Thy  Name, 

0 God,  inscrib’d  in  love ; 

And  Thou  dost  send  Thine  angels  forth, 
To  leave  their  footprints  on  the  earth, 
From  realms  above. 

0,  tell  me  not  that  aught  shall  die, 

And  not  again  revive: 

0,  tell  me  not  the  loveliest  things 
Depart,  like  Time,  on  shadowy  wings, 
No  more  to  live. 

My  very  soul  repels  the  thought 
Of  needless  sacrifice; 

That  aught  shall  perish  God  has  giv’n 
To  charm  the  eye,  to  tell  of  heav’n, 
Where  nothing  dies. 
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THE  FAMILY  GRAVES. 

The  marble  head-stones,  white, 

Speak  with  their  silent  voices,  as  with  sighs : 
“They  are  not  here;  the  spirit,  in  its  flight, 

Has  gone  where  nothing  dies. 

‘ The  jewels  are  not  here ; 

The  caskets  only  of  the  gems  remain: 

Be  joy  for  thee,  although  affection’s  tear 
Drops  like  the  summer  rain. 

“Why  weep?  the  Pilgrims  rest, 

All  that  is  mortal,  on  its  kindred  earth  ; 

They  calmly  sleep,  as  on  its  mother’s  breast, 
The  infant  at  its  birth. 

“The  spirit  bath’d  in  love, 

Goes  hence  on  wings  of  Faith  in  vesture  white 
And  heav’nward  flies,  as  the  true  carrier-dove 
Speeds  homeward  in  its  flight. 
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“0,  ’tis  a birth  to  die; 

And  death  an  advent  to  a holier  home; 

The  grave  a gateway  to  the  Courts  on  high: 
Why,  why  then  weeping  come  ?” 

God  hnoweth  why  we  strew 
The  flow’rs  of  mem’ry;  why  w'e  shed  the  tear; 
Why  the  affections  fond  we  still  renew; 

Why  love  still  lingers  here. 

14* 
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TO  SIBYL. 


On  the  occasion  of  her  birth-day  anniversary,  March  20th.  Dur- 
ing the  year,  four  of  our  household,  from  our  family  circle,  had 
been  removed  by  death. 


Lo  ! tlie  spring-tide  return  eth, 
As  a lone  one  that  mourn eth  ; 
Now  it  smiles  tearfully; 

Now  the  clouds,  fearfully, 
Darken  the  sky. 

So  are  the  shadows  blent 
Over  life’s  firmament ; 

So  are  the  beautiful, 

Loving  and  dutiful, 

Veil’d  from  the  eye. 

O Thou,  whose  imperious 
Judgments,  mysterious, 
Founded  in  holiness, 

Teach  mortals  lowliness, 
Liftiner  the  rod : 


AND  OTHER  POEMS. 


323 


Though,  our  “ home-tree”  is  shak’n, 
And  its  fruits  thou  hast  tak’n ; 

Yet,  Thou  Almighty  friend, 

Till  our  brief  day  shall  end, 

Trust  we  in  God. 

Ours  are  the  seasons  fled ; 

Thine  are  the  precious  dead ; 

And,  from  Thy  holy  hill 
Life-giving  dews  distil, 

Eichly  and  free. 

What  though  the  Reaper  come, 
Bearing  his  harvest  home 
Silently,  fearfully? 

Yet,  bow  we,  tearfully, 

Father,  to  Thee. 
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VOICES  OF  THE  DEAD. 


i. 

They  come  in  watches  of  night, 

And  in  the  noontide  day; 

They  come  on  the  earliest  beams  of  light, 
They  come  in  the  twilight  gray : 

Familiar  voices  are  they  all, 

The  tones  I used  to  hear; 

The  same  that  echoed  erst  in  the  hall, 

As  music  to  the  ear: 

And  evermore,  for  evermore, 

They  speak  to  me, 

As  the  deep  sea 

Sends  forth,  in  calms,  its  wavelets  to  the  shore. 


II. 

Again,  I see  them  in  my  dreams 
A group  around  my  hearth ; 

And  lovelier  far  than  the  morning’s  beams 
That  lighten  up  the  earth : 
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But  I awake,  and  silently 
Comes  forth  the  burning  tear; 

I wake,  and  I gaze  on  vacancy, 

The  lov’d  ones  are  not  here ! 

Yet,  evermore,  for  evermore, 

They  speak  to  me, 

As  the  deep  sea 

Sends  forth,  in  calms,  its  wavelets  to  the  shore, 
in. 

And  then  I hear  a song,  a lay 
Of  blithesome  days  by-gone ; 

A song  of  a dear  old  holiday 
Upon  the  greensward  lawn : 

And  now  bursts  forth  a mellow  strain, 

Hymns  from  a higher  sphere, 

Like  a distant  harp;  and  now,  again, 

Seem  many  voices  near. 

Thus  evermore,  for  evermore, 

They  speak  to  me, 

As  the  deep  sea 

Sends  forth,  in  calms,  its  wavelets  to  the  shore. 


IV. 

All  gone,  and  yet  are  absent  none 
In  ministries  of  love ; 

They  sing  the  song  of  the  old  hearth-stone, 
They  tell  of  a rest  above : 
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The  budding  leaves,  the  flow’rs  of  spring, 

The  glorious  star-lit  sky, 

Winds,  harvest-moons,  their  message  bring, 
And  give  me  sigh  for  sigh. 

And  evermore,  for  evermore, 

They  speak  to  me, 

As  the  deep  sea 

Sends  forth,  in  calms,  its  wavelets  to  the  shore. 
V. 

E’en  now,  methinks,  I hear  a strain, 

“ The  robe  of  white  put  on  ; 

Press  bravely  on,  for  we  meet  again 
When  the  ills  of  life  are  done 
Mysterious ! Yet,  on  either  hand, 

On  ev’ry  zephyr’s  breath, 

They  call,  and  they  sing  of  the  better  land 
Beyond  thy  realm,  0 Death ! 

Thus  evermore,  for  evermore, 

They  speak  to  me, 

As  the  deep  sea 

Sends  forth,  in  calms,  its  wavelets  to  the  shore. 
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THE  CHRISTMAS  GATHERING. 

i. 

Will  they  not  come? 

Will  merry  Christmas  bring 
No  festive  gathering, 

The  pi  iceless  charities  of  hearth  and  home  ? 
The  star-lit  skies,  how  clear ! 

The  air  seems  fill’d  with  tears : ’tis  cold : 
Methinks,  it  was  not  so  of  old : 

Trim,  trim  the  fire; 

Tune  harp  and  lyre; 

Be  manful,  0 my  soul,  restrain  the  tear. 


II. 

Are  they  all  here? 

Come,  let  us  gather  round 
Our  hearth-stone,  holy  ground 
With  spirit-gems  inwrought:  are  they  all  here? 
Come,  dearest,  let  us  call 
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The  lov’d  ones  of  our  household,  where 
We  oft  with  them  have  offer’d  prayer, 
And  always  praise 
To  Him  whose  ways 
Are  fathomless,  yet  merciful  to  all. 

III. 

Our  old  hearth-stone ! 

Ah,  there  are  tear-drops  there ; 

And  furrow’d  brows  of  care ; 

And  cups  of  bitterness.  The  shadowy  one, 
Coming  with  stealthy  tread, 

Has,  from  his  ebon  wings,  in  wrath, 

Shed  wasting  mildew  on  our  path  ; 

And  offers  me 
In  sympathy, 

The  hearth-stone  mem’ries  only  of  the  dead. 


IV. 

On ! on  they  sweep  ; 
Thoughts  born  of  yesterday, 

Like  eagles  to  their  prey; 

Or  lofty  waves,  foam-crested,  on  the  deep : 
On,  on,  forever  on ! 

In  mem’ry’s  royal  palace-hall, 

I hear  them,  and  I see  them  all ; 
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Half  liid,  half  seen, 

In  glorious  sheen, 

Like  twilight  lav’d  in  gold  when  day  is  done. 


v. 

Are  they  all  here? 

Eight  olive-plants  had  grown 
Around  my  old  hearth-stone, 

Like  blossoms  in  the  sun-light.  Year  by  year, 
When  seeming  ripeness  came, 

Hod  sent  in  love  the  Reaper  forth 
To  take  his  harvest  from  the  earth : 

Are  they  not  here  ? 

(Forgive  the  tear,) 

They’re  here ; my  heart  embalms  them  in  Hod’s  name. 


VI. 

Aye,  ALL  are  here : 

Six  are  as  jewels  set 
In  heav’n’s  own  coronet, 

Teachers  of  holiness,  afar,  yet  here: 

Ah,  two,' — and  two  alone, 

Remain  to  count  the  vacant  seats, 

While  hallow’d  memory  repeats 
The  joyous  lays 
Of  other  days, 

That  glad  hearts  chanted  round  the  old  hearth-stone. 
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VII. 

“ Dust,  ashes,  earth 
These  are  the  relics  shown 
Around  the  old  hearth-stone, 

Memorials  here  of  their  celestial  birth. 

And  breathes  the  heart  a sigh? 

’Tis  holy  ! let  it  rise  ; remain  ; 

Though  tears  may  fall  like  summer  rain, 

We  lift  our  eyes 
To  brighter  skies, 

To  Grod’s  own  “Christmas  gathering”  house  on  high. 
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THOUGHTS  OF  BY-GONE  YEARS. 

Like  shadows  on  the  mountains, 

That  flit,  and  pass  away ; 

Or  like  the  sparkling  fountains, 

That  kiss  the  solar  ray ; 

They  come  in  tones  of  sadness, 

With  blended  smiles  and  tears ; 

They  come  on  wings  of  gladness, 

Deep  thoughts  of  by-gone  years. 

They  come,  uncall’d ; prevailing, 
Eesistless,  o’er  the  will ; 

From  mem’ry’s  inmost  dwelling, 

Now  here, — past, — coming  still ! 

They  speak  of  love’s  first  token, 

Of  kin,  and  friends,  no  more; 

Of  hopes,  like  wild  waves  broken 
Upon  a rock-bound  shore. 

They  point  me  to  the  sleepers 
Close  by  the  house  of  prayer ; 

They  ask  me,  why  the  weepers 
Still  fondly  linger  there ; 
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They  ask,  why  friend  and  lover, 
Whose  bosom  joys  are  fled, 

The  heart’s  choice  flow’rs  spread  over 
The  City  of  the  Dead. 

Alas ! is  naught  but  sorrow 
The  heritage  of  man? 

Is  there  no  glorious  Morrow 
In  the  Almighty’s  plan? 

Aye ; soon  the  broken-hearted 
Shall  quit  this  scene  of  strife, 

And  join  “ the  hosts  departed” 

In  holier,  higher  Life. 
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VIEW  FROM  THE  MOUNTAIN. 

I SAW  a traveller  ascend, 

With  weary  step,  a lofty  height, 

Quite  to  the  mountain’s  summit ; whence 
The  eagle  takes  his  flight. 

And  there,  upon  its  brow,  he  stood 
For  briefest  space,  and  thence  survey’d 

The  beaten  road  by  which  he  came, 

And  by-paths  where  he  stray’d. 

And  on  that  rugged  road  was  seen 
The  wreck  of  many  a hope  and  aim  ; 

But  vain  the  wish  to  beautify 

Those  paths, — or  change  their  name. 

And  he  was  sad : but  yet,  with  cheer, 

On,  on  he  hied,  with  scarce  a sigh, 

Though  the  rough  road,  and  frowning  cliffs, 
Successive  met  the  eye. 
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“ In  patient  confidence  is  strength,” 

Methought,  I heard  the  pilgrim  say  ; 
“ And  hopeful  trust  looks  up  with  joy 
While  sets  the  waning  day.  • 

“ For,  from  this  lofty  height  is  seen 
A heritage  supremely  blest, 

That  opens  to  the  raptur’d  sight 
The  home, — sweet  home  of  rest.” 


THE  END. 


